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The  BEWAILING  OF  MAN'S  MISERIES  hath  been  ele- 
gantly and  copiodfly  fet  forth  by  many,  in  the  writings 
as  well  of  philofophers,  as  of  divines.  And  it  is  both 
t^  pleafant  and  a  profitable  contemplation. 

Lord  Bacon's  Advancement  of  Learning. 
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JLT  is  hard  for  a  man  to  fpeak  of  himfelf  with 
any  tolerable  fatisfaclion  or  fuccefs  :  he  can 
be  no  more  pleafed  in  blaming  himfelf,  than 
in  reading  a  fatyr  made  on  him  by  another: 
and  though  he  may  juftly  dcfire,  that  a  friend 
fhould  praife  him  ;  yet,  if  he  makes  his  own 
panegyrick,  he  will  get  very  few  to  read  it.  It 
is  harder  for  him  to  fpeak  of  his  ov/n  writings. 
An  author  is  in  the  condition  of  a  Culprit :  the 
public  are  his  judges  :  by  allowing  too  much, 
and  condefcending  too  far,  he  may  injure  his 
own  caufe,  and  become  a  kind  of  felo  de  se  ; 
and  by  pleading  and  aflertingtoo  boldly,  he  may 
difpleafe  the  court  that  fits  upon  him  :  his  apo- 
logy may  only  heighten  his  accufation.  I  would 
avoid  thofe  extremes  ;  and  though,  I  grant,  it 
would  not  be  very  civil  to  trouble  the  rea'der 
^itb  a  long  preface,  before  he  enters  upon  an 
A  2  indifterent 
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indifferent  poem  ;  I  would  fay  fomething  to 
pcrfuade  him  to  take  it  as  it  is,  or  to  excufe  it 
for  not  being  better. 

The  noble  images  and  refieclion?,  the  profound 
reafonings  upon  human  adions,  and  excellent 
precents  for  the  government  of  life,  which  are 
found  in  the  Proverbs,  Ecclefiaftcs,  and  other 
books,  commonly  attributed  to  Solomon,  afFord 
fubjecfs  for  finer  poems  in  every  kind,  than  have, 
I  think,  yet  appeared  in  the  Greek,  Latin,  or 
any  modern  language  :  how  far  they  were  verfe 
in  their  original,  is  a  dificrtation  not  to  be  enter- 
ed into  at  prefent. 

Out  of  this  great  treafure,  whifh  lies  heaped 
up  totjether,  in  a  confufed  magnificence,  above 
all  order,  I  had  a  mind  to  collect  and  digeft  fuch 
obfervations,  and  apothegms,  as  moft  particularly 
tend  to  the  proof  of  that  great  afiertion,  laid 
down  in  the  beginning  of  the  Ecckfiailes,  "  all 
'*    IS  VANITY  ! 

Upon  thj  fubje6t  thus  -chofen,  fuch  various 
images  prefent  themfelves  to  a  writer's  miud, 
that  he  muft  find  it  eafier  to  judge,  v.  hat  fnould 
be  rejected,  than  what  ought  to  be  received.  The 
difficulty  lies  in  diawing  and  difpofingj  or  (as 
painters  term,  it)  in  grouping  fuch  a  multitude 
of  different  cbjeds,  preferving  fxill   the  juftice 
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and  conformity  of  (lyle  and  colouring,  for  the 
fnnplex  duntaxat^  unmn^  which Hor;xe  prefcribes, 
as  requifite  to  make  the  whole  pidlure  beautiful 
and  perfe(5l. 

As  precept,  however  true  in  theory,  or  ufeful 
in  pra£lice,  would  be  but  dry  and  tedious  in 
verfe,  efpecially  if  the  recital  be  long  ;  I  found 
it  necelFary  to  form  fome  flory,  and  give  a  kind 
of  body  to  the  poem.  Under  what  fpecies  it  may 
be  comprehended,  whether  Didafcalic  or  He- 
roic, I  leave  to  the  judgment  of  the  critics  ;  de.. 
firing  them  to  be  favourable  in  their  cenfure; 
and  not  felicitous  what  the  poem  is  called,  pro- 
vided it  may  be  accepted. 

The  chief  pel fonage  or  chara£ler  in  the  epic. 
Is  always  proportioned  to  the  defign  of  the  w"ork, 
to  carry  on  the  narration  and  the  moral.  Homer 
intended  to  fhew  us  in  his  Iliad,  that  diffen- 
tlons  amongll  great  men  obftrudt  the  executioa 
of  the  noblcft  enterprizes,  and  tend  to  the  ruin 
of  a  (late  or  kingdom.  His  Achilles  therefore  is 
haughty,  and  paffionate,  impatient  of  any  re- 
flraint  by  laws,  and  arrogant  in  arms.  In  his 
Odyfles  the  fame  poet  endeavours  to  explain, 
that  the  hardeft  difficulties  may  be  overcome  by 
labour,  and  our  fortune  reftored  after  the  fevereil 
afflicSlioas.  UlylFes  therefore  is  valiant,  virtuous, 
A  3  and 
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and  patient.  Virgil's  defign  v/as  to  tell  us,  ho'^ 
from  a  fmall  colony  eftablifhed  by  the  Trojans 
in  Italy,  the  Roman  empire  rofe,  and  from  what 
antient  fam.ilies  Auguftiis  (who  was  his  prince 
and  patron)  defcended.  His  hero  therefore  was 
to  fight  his  way  to  the  throne,  ftill  diflinguifh- 
cd  and  protected  by  the  favour  of  the  Gods.  The 
poet'^to  this  end  takes  ofFfrom  the  vices  of  Achil- 
les, and  adds  to  the  virtues  of  UlyfTes ;  from 
both  perfeding  a  character  proper  for  his  work 
in  the  perfon  of  i^^neas. 

As  Virgil  copied  after  Homer,  other  Epic 
poets  have  copied  after  them  both.  Taffo's  Gie- 
rufalemme  Libeiatais  dircclly  Troy  Town  fack- 
ed  ;  with  this  difference  only,  that  the  two  chief 
eharailers  in  Homer,  which  the  Latin  poet  had 
joined  in  one,  the  Italian  has  feparated  in  his 
Godfrey  and  Rinaldo  :  but  he  makes  them  both 
carry  on  his  work  with  very  great  fuecefs.  Ron- 
fard's  Franciade,  (incomparably  good  as  far  as 
it  goes)  is  again  Virgil's  ^neis.  His  hero 
comes  from  a  foreign  country,  fettles  a  colony, 
and  lays  the  foundation  of  a  future  empire.  I 
inftance  in  thefe,  as  the  greateft  Italian  and 
French  poets  in  the  Epic.  In  our  language 
Spencer  has  not  contented  himfelf  with  this  fub- 
miffive  manner  of  imitation  ;  he  lanehes  out  into 
■    •  very 
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very  flowery  paths,  which  flill  feem  to  condu6l 
him  into  one  great  road.  His  Fairy  Queen  (had 
it  been  finiflied)  muft  have  ended  in  the  account, 
which  every  knight  was  to  give  of  his  adven- 
tures, and  in  the  accumulated  praifes  of  his 
heroine  Gloriana.  The  whole  would  have  been 
an  Heroic  poem,  but  in  another  caft  and  figure, 
than  any  that  had  ever  been  written  befoie.  Yet 
it  is  obfervable  that  every  hero  (as  far  as  we  cant 
Judge  by  the  books  dill  remaining)  bears  his  dif- 
tinguifhed  charafter,  and  reprefents  fome  parti- 
cular virtue  conducive  to  the  whole  defign. 

To  bring  this   to  our  prefent  fubject.     The 
pleafures  of  life  do  not  compenfate  the  miferies  : 
age  fteals  upon  us  unawares  j  and  death,  as  the 
only  cure  of  our  ills,  ought  to  be  expected,  but 
not  feared.     This  inftru6lion  is  to  be  illuflrated    ' 
by  the  action  of  fome  great  perfon.      VVho  there- 
fore more  proper  for  the  bufinefs,  than  Solomon 
himfelff     and   why    may   he    not    be   fuppofed 
row  to  repeat  v/hat,  we  take  it  for  granted,  he 
adled  almoft  three  thoufand  years  fincef  If  in  the 
fair  fituation  wheie  this  prince  was  placed,  he 
was  acquainted  with   forrovv  ;  if  endowed  with 
the  greateft  perfedions  of  nature,  and  pofleffed 
of  all   the  advantages  of  external  condition,  he 
could  not  find  hnppinefs  j  (he  reft  of  mankind 
A  4  maj 
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may  fafely  take  the  monarch's  word  for  the  truth 
of  what  he  aflerts.  And  the  author  who  would 
perfuade,  that  we  fhould  bear  the  ills  of  life  p:i- 
tiently,  merely  bccaufe  Solomon  felt  the  fame, 
has  a  better  argument,  than  Lucretius  had,  when 
in  his  imperious  way,  he  at  once  convinces  and 
commands,  that  we  ought  to  fubmit  to  death 
without  repining,  bccaufe  Epicurus  died. 

The  whole  poem  is  afoliloquy:  Solomon  is 
the  perfon  that  fpeaks  ;  he  is  at  once  the  hero 
and  the  author;  but  he  tells  us  very  often  what 
others  fiiv  to  him.  Thofe  chiefly  introduced  are 
his  rabbies  and  philofophers  in  the  iiril  bcok, 
and  his-  women  and  their  attendants  in  the  fe- 
cond  :  with  thefe  the  facred  hiftory  mention  him 
to  have  converfcd  ;  as  likewife  with  the  angel 
brought  down  in  the  third  book,  to  help  him 
out  of  his  difficukie?,  or  at  leaft  to  teach  him 
how  to  overcome  them. 

Nee  deus  Inteifit  nifi  dignus  vindlce  nodus. 

I  prefume  this  poetical  liberty  may  be  very  juftly 
allowed  me  on  fo  folemn  an  occafion. 

In  my  defcription  I  have  endeavoured  to  keep 
to  the  notions  and  manners  of  the  Jewifh  nation 
at  the  time  when  Solomon  lived  :  and  where  I 
allude  to  th*;  cuftoms  of  the  Greeks,  I  believe  I 

may 
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may    be  juftificd   by  the    ftridcH   chronology;    . 
though  a  poet  is  not  obliged  to  the  rules  that 
confine  an  hiftorian.     Virgil  has  anticipated  two 
hundred  years :  or  the  Trojan  hero  and  Cartha- 
ginian queen  could  not  have  been  brought  to- 
gether :  and  without  the  fame  anachronifm  feve- 
ral  of-  the  fiiieft  parts  of  h^s  vEneis  muft  have 
been  omitted.      Our   countryman  Milton  goes 
yet  farther.     He  takes  up  many  of  his  material 
images   fome   thoufands  of  years  after   the  fall 
of  man  :   nor  could  he  otherwife  have  v/ritten, 
or  we  read  one  of  the  fublimcil  pieces  of  inven- 
tion that  was  ever  yet  produced.     This  likewife 
takes    ofF  the    objedtion,    that   fome  names    of 
countries,  terms  of  art,  and  notions  in  natural 
philofophy  are  otherwife  exprefled,  than  can  be 
warranted    by  the  geography  or   allronomy  of 
Solomon's   time.     Poets   are  allowed  the    fame 
liberty  in  their  defcriptions  and  comparifons,  as 
pointers  in  their  draperies  and  ornaments  :  their 
perfonages   may   be  drefled,  not  exactly   in   the 
fame  habits  which  they  wore,  but  in   fuch   as 
appear  mod  graceful.     In  this  cafe  probability 
muft  atone  for  the  want  of  truth.     This  liberty 
has    indeed  been   abufed  by  eminent   mafters  in 
either  fcience.     Raphael  and  Taffo  have  fhewed 
their  difcrction,  where  Paul  Veronefe  and  Ari- 
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cfto  are  to  anfwer  for  their  extravagancies.  It 
is  the  excefs,  not  the  thing  itfelf,  that  is  blame- 
able. 

I  would  fay  one  word  of  the  meafure,  in  uhich 
this,  and  moft  poems  of  the  age  are  written.  He- 
roic with  continued  rhime,  as  Donne  and  his 
contemporaries  ufed  it,  carrying  the  fenfe  of 
one  verfe  moft  commonly  into  another,  was 
found  too  difibluie  and  wild,  and  came  very 
often  too  near  profe.  As  Davenant  and  Wal- 
ler corrected,  and  D.yden  perfcfled  it  ;  it  is 
too  confined  :  it  cuts  off  the  fenfe  at  the  end 
of  every  firft  line,  Vihich  mufi:  always  rhime 
to  the  next  following;  and  confcquently,  pro- 
duces too  frequent  an  identity  in  the  found,  and 
brings  every  couplet  to  the  point  of  an  epigram. 
It  is  indeed  too  broken  and  weak,  to  convey  the 
fentiments  and  leprefent  the  images  proper  for 
''Epic.  And,  as  it  tires  the  writer  while  he  com_ 
pofes,  it  muft  do  the  fame  to  the  reader  while  he 
repeats;  efpccially  in  a  poem  of  any  confider- 
able  length. 

If  ftriking  out  into  blank  verfe,  as  Milton 
did  (and  in  this  kind  Mr.  Philips,  had  he 
lived,  would  have  excelled)  or  running  the 
thought  into  Alternate  and  Stanza,  which  al- 
lows a  greater  variety,  and  ft  ill  preferves  the 
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<lignity  of  the  vcrfc,  as  Spencer  and  Fairfax 
have  done  J  if  either  of  thefe,  I  fay,  be  a  proper 
remedy  for  my  poetical  complaint,  or  if  any 
other  may  be  found,  I  dare  no:  determine:  I  am 
only  enquiring,  in  order  to  be  better  informed  ; 
without  prefuniing  to  diretSl  the  judgment  of 
others.  And  while  I  am  fpeaking  of  the  verfe 
itfelf,  I  give  all  juft  praife  to  many  of  my 
friends  nov/  living;  who  have  in  Epic  carried 
the  harmony  of  their  numbers  as  far,  as  the 
nature  of  this  meafure  will  permit.  But  once 
more  :  he  that  writes  in  rhymes,  dances  in  fet- 
ters :  and  as  his  chain  is  more  extended,  he  maj 
certainly  take  larger  fleps. 

I  need  make  no  apology  for  the  fhort  digrefllve 
Panegyric  upon  Great  Britain,  in  the  FirftBook: 
I  am  glad  to  have  it  obferved,  that  there  appears 
throughout  all  my  verfes  a  zeal  for  the  honour 
of  my  country  j  and  I  had  rather  be  thought  a 
good  Engliftiman,  than  the  beft  poet,  or  greateft 
fcholar  that  ever  wrote. 

And  now  as  to  the  publifhing  of  this  piece, 
though  I  have  in  a  literal  fenfe  obferved  Horace's 
Nonmn  prematur  in  Annum  \  yet  have  I  by  no 
means  obeyed  our  poetical  lawgiver,  according 
to  the  fpirit  of  the  precept.  The  poem  has  in- 
deed been  written  and  laid  afide  much  longer 

than 
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than  the  term  prefcribed  ;  but  in  the  mean  time 
I  had  little  leifure,  and  lefs  inclination  to  revife 
or  print  it.  'Jhe  frequent  interruptions  I  hr.ve 
met  with  in  my  private  ftudies,  and  great  variety 
of  publick  life  in  which  I  have  been  employed  ; 
my  thoughts  (fuch  as  they  are)  having  generally 
been  exprefled  in  foreign  language,  and  even 
formed  by  a  habitude  very  different  from  what 
the  beauty  and  elegance  of  Englifii  Poetry  re- 
quires: all  thele,  and  fonie  other  circumftances 
which  we  had  as  good  pafs  by  at  prefent,  do  juft:- 
ly  contribute  to  make  my  excufe  in  this  behalf 
very  plaufible.  Far  indeed  from  defigning  to  print 
1  had  locked  up  thefe  papers  in  my  fcritoire,  there 
to  lie  in  peace  'till  my  executors  might  have 
taken  them  out.  What  altered  this  dtfign  ,  or 
how  my  fcritoire  came  to  be  unlocked  befcre  my 
cofHn  was  nailed,  is  the  quefllon.  The  true 
reafon  I  take  to  be  the  bcft  :  many  of  my  friends 
of  the  fiift  quality,  finefl  learning,  and  greateft 
underflanding,  have  vvrefted  the  key  from  my 
bands  by  a  very  kind  and  irrefiftible  vio- 
lence: and  the  poem  is  publifhed,  not  without 
my  confent  indeed,  but  a  little  againfl  my  opi- 
nion ;  and  with  an  implicit  fubmiifion  to  the 
partiality  of  their  judgment.  As  1  give  up  here 
the  fruits  of  many  of  my  vacant  hours  to  their 
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amufement  and  pleafure  ;  I  fhall  always  ihii.k 
myfelf  happy,  if  I  may  dedicate  my  moft  ferious 
endeavours  to  their  intereft  and  fervice.  And  I 
am  proud  to  finifft  this  preface  by  faying,  that 
the  violence  of  many  enemies,  whom  I  never 
juftly  offended,  is  abundantly  recompenfed  by 
the  goodnefs  of  more  friends,  whom  I  can  never 
fuificiently  oblige.  And  if  I  here  affume  the 
liberty  of  mentioning  my  Lord  Harlcy  and  Lord 
Bathurfl:  as  the  authors  of  this  amicable  con- 
federacy, among  all  thofe  vvhofe  names  do  me 
great  honour  at  the  beginning  of  my  book,  * 
thefe  two  only  ought  to  be  angry  with  mc ; 
for  I  difobey  their  pofitive  order,  whilfl:  I  malce 
even  this  fmall  acknowledgment  of  their  parti- 
cular kindnefs.' 

*  As  fubfcribcrs  to  the  edition  in  folio,  i/iS. 
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TEXTS 

CHIEFLY    ALLUDED    TO    IN    THE    FIRST    BOOK. 

The  Words  of  the  Preacher  the  Son  of  David  King 
of  Jerufalem.   Ecclefialles,  cap.  I.  ver.  i. 

Vanity  of  vanities,  faith  the  Preacher,  vanity  of 
vanities,  all  is  vanity.     Verf.  2. 

I  communed  with  mine  own  heart,  faying,  lo,  I  am 
come  to  great  eftate,  and  have  gotten  more  wif- 
dom,  than  all  they  that  have  been  before  me  in 
Jerufalem  :  yea  my  heart  had  great  experience  of 
wifdom  and  knowledge.     Verf.  16. 

He  fpake  of  trees,  from  the  cedar-ixQQ  that  is  in  Le- 
banon, even  unto  the  hyjjcp  that  fpringeth  out  of 
the  wall :  he  fpake  alfo  of  beails,  and  of  fowl, 
and  of  creeping  things,  and  of  fifhes.  i  Kings, 
chap.  iv.  verf.  33. 

I  know,  that  whatfoever  God  doeth,  it  (hall  be  for 
ever :  nothing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any  thing 
taken  from  it :  and  God  doeth  it,  that  men  fhould 
fear  before  him.     Ecclefiaftes,  chap.  iii.  verf.  14. 

He 
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He  hath  made  every  t/ji;zg  beautiful  in  his  time  :  alio 
he  hath  fet  the  world  in  their  heart,  fo  that  no 
man  can  find  out  the  work  that  God  maketh  from 
the  beginning;  to  the  end.     Vt-rf.  ii. 

For  in  much  wifdom  is  much  grief:  and  he  that  in- 
creafetli  knowledge,  increafeth  forrow.  Chap.  i. 
vcrf.  1 8. 

And  further  by  thefe,  my  Son,  be  admoniflied  :  of 
making  many  books  there  is  no  end  :  and  niuc'h 
ftudy  is  a  wearinefs  of  the  fleih.  Chap,  xii, 
vtrf.  12. 


KNOW, 


KNOWLEDGE: 

THE 

FIRST        BOOK. 


THE       ARGUMENT. 

Solomon  feeking  happinefs  from  Knowledge,  con- 
venes the  learned  men  of  his  kingdom  ;  requires 
them  to  explain  to  him  the  various  operations  and 
efFedts  of  nature  ;  difcourfes  of  vegetables,  ani- 
mals, and  man  ;  propofes  forae  quellions  con- 
cerning the  origin,  and  fltuation  of  the  habitable 
earth  ;  proceeds  to  examine  the  fyftem  of  the  visi- 
ble heaven  ;  doubts  if  there  may  not  be  be  a  plu- 
rality of  worlds  ;  enquires  into  the  nature  of  fpi- 
rits  and  angels ;  and  wifhes  to  be  more  fully  in- 
formed, as  to  the  attributes  of  the  Supreme  Being. 
He  is  imperfedlly  anfwered  by  the  Rabbins,  and 
doftors;  blames  his  own  curiofity  ;  and  concludes, 
that,  as  to  human  fcience,   all   is  vanity. 

1   E  fons  of  men,  with  juft  regard  attend, 
Obferve  the  preacher,  and  believe  the  friend, 
Whofe  ferious  Mufe  infpires  him  to  explain. 
That  all  we  atl,  and  all  we  think  is  vain. 
Vol.  IL  B  That 
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That  in  this  pilgrimage  of  feventy  years, 
Over  rocks  of  perils,  and  through  vales  of  tears^ 
Dellin'd  to  march,  our  doubtful  fteps  we  tend, 
Tir'd  with  the  toil,  yet  fearful  of  its  end. 
That  from  the  womb  we  take  our  fatal  fhares 
Of  follies,  paffions,  labours,  tumults,  cares : 
And  at  approach  of  death  (hall  only  know  1 

The  truths,  which  from  thefe  penfive  numbers  flow,  r 
That  we  purfue  falfe  joy,  and  fufFer  real  woe.  ^ 

Happinefs.,  objeft  of  that  waking  dream, 
Vv^hich  we  call  life,  raiilaking:   fugitive  theme 
Of  my  purfuing  verfe,  ideal  fhade. 
Notional  good,  by  Fancy  only  made, 
A  nd  by  tradition  nurs'd,  fallacious  fire, 
Whofe  dancing  beams  mif-lead  our  fond  dcfire, 
Caufe  of  our  care,  and  error  of  our  mind  : 
Oh  !  hadll  thou  ever  been  by  Heaven  defign'd 
To  Adam,  and  his  mortal  race,  the  boon 
Entire  had  been  referv'd  for  Solomon  : 
On  me  the  partial  lot  had  been  beftovv'd ; 
'And  in  my  cup  the  golden  draught  had  flovv'd. 

But  O  !  ere  yet  original  man  was  made  ; 
Ere  the  foundations  of  this  earth  v/ere  laid; 
It  was  opponent  to  our  fearch,  ordain'd, 
That  joy,  IHII  fought,  ihould  never  be  attain'd. 
This  fad  experience  cites  me  to  reveal.; 
And  what  I  diftate,  is  from  what  I  feel. 

Born  as  I  was,  great  David's  favourite  fon. 
Pear  to  my  people,  on  the  Hebrew  throne, 

Sublime 


M.         P    R     r    O     R.  3 

Sublime  my  court  with  Ophlr's  treafures  bleft, 
My  name  extended  to  the  fartheft  eaft, 
My  body  cloath'd  with  every  outward  grace. 
Strength  in  my  limbs,  and  beauty  in  my  face. 
My  fliining  thought  with  fruitful  notions  crown'd. 
Quick  my  invention,  and  my  judgment  found. 
Arife  (I  commun'd  with  myfelf )  arife ; 
Think,   to  be  happy  ;  to  be  great,  be  wife  : 
Content  of  fpirit  m-uit  from  fcience  flow  ; 
For  'tis  a  godlike  attribute  to  know. 

I  faid  ;  and  fent  my  edi£l  through  the  land; 
Around  my  throne  the  lettered  Rabbins  iland, 
Hiftoric  leaves  revolve,  long  volumes  fpread,  - 

The  old  difcourfing,  as  the  younger  read  :  {. 

Attent  I  heard,   propos'd  my  doubts,  and  faid  :        } 

The  Vegetable  world,  each  plant  and  tree. 
Its  Seed,  its  name,  its  nature,  its  degree 
I  am  allow'd,  as  Fame  reports,  to  know. 
From  the  fair-Cedar,  on  the  craggy  brow 
Of  Lebanon  nodding  fupremely  tall. 
To  creeping  Mofs,  and  Hyffop  on  the  wall : 
Yet,  jull  and  confcious  to  myfelf,  I  find 
A  thoufand  doubts  oppofe  the  fearchicg  mind. 

I  know  not  why  the  Beach  delights  the  glade 
With  bouijhs  extended,  and  a  rounder  ihade; 
Whilft  towering  Firs  in  Conic  forms  arife, 
And  with  a  pointed  fpear  divide  the  ikies : 
Nor  why  again  the  changing  Oak  fliould  Ihed 
The  yearly  honour  cf  his  Itately  headj 

B  2  Whilft 
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Whilll  the  diftinguifh'd  Yew  is  ever  feen, 

Uiichang'd  his  branch,  and  permanent  his  green. 

Wanting  the  fun  why  does  the  Caltha  fade  ? 

Why  does  the  Cyprus  flourifh  in  the  fhade  ? 

Tlie  Fig  and  Date,  why  love  they  to  remain 

In  middle  ilation,  and  an  even  plain  ; 

While  in  the  lower  niarfh  the  Gourd  is  found  ; 

And  while  the  hill  with  Olive-fhade  is  crovvn'd? 

Why  does  one  climate,  and  one  foil  endue  "j 

The  blufhing  Poppy  with  a  crimfon  hue  ;  J. 

Yet  leave  the  Lilly  pale,  and  tinge  the  Violet  blue  ?  j 

Why  does  the  fond  Carnation  love  to  fhoot 

A  various  colour  from  one  parent  root  ? 

While  the  fantaftic  Tulip  ftrives  to  break 

In  tworfold  beauty,  and  a  parted  ftreak  ? 

The  twining  Jafmine,  and  the  blufhing  Rcfe, 

With  lavifh  grace  their  morning  fcents  difclofe  : 

The  fmelling  Tub'rofe  and  Junquil  declare. 

The  ftronger  impulfe  of  an  evening  air. 

Whence  has  the  tree  (refoJve  me)  or  the  flower 

A  various  inlHncl,  or  a  diit'rcnt  power  ? 

Why  fhonld  one  earth,  one  clime,  one  llream,  one 

breath 
Raife  this  to  ftrength,  and  ficken  that  to  death  ? 

Whence  does  it  happen,  that  the  plant  which  well 
We  name  the  Senfitive  fhould  move  and  feel  ? 
V/hence  know  her  leaves  to  anfwer  her  command. 
And  with  quick  horror  fly  the  neighbouring  hand  ? 

Alono- 
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Along  the  funny  bank,  or  watery  mead. 
Ten  thoufand  ilalks  their  various  blolToms  fpread: 
Peaceful  and  lowly  in  their  native  foil, 
They  neither  know  to  fpin,   nor  care  to  toil  ; 
Yet  with  confefs'd  magnificence  deride 
Our  vile  attire,  and  impotence  of  pride. 
The  Covvllip  fmiles,  in  bri^-hter  yellow  drefs'd. 
Than  that  which  veils  tlie  nubile  virgin's  breaii  : 
A  fairer  red  Hands  blufliing  in  the  Rofe, 
Than  that  which  on  the  bridegroom's  vellment  Rows. 
Take  but  the  humblefl  Lilly  of  the  field  ; 
And  if  our  pride  will  to  our  reafon  yield. 
It  mail  by  fure  comparifon  be  fhown 
That  on  the  regal  feat  great  David's  fon, 
Array'd  in  all  his  robes,  and  types  of  power. 
Shines  with  lefs  glory,   than  that  fimple  flower. 
Of  filhes  next,  my  friends,  I  v/ould  enquire. 
How  the  mute  race  engender,  or  refpire  ; 
From  the  fmaii  fry  that  glide  on  Jordan's  ftream 
Unmark'd,  a  multitude  without  a  name. 
To  that  Leyiathan,  who  o'er  the  feas 
Immenfe  rolls  onward  his  impetuous  ways. 
And  mocks  the  wind,  and  in  the  tempeft  plays. 
How  they  in  warlike  bands  march  greatly  forth 
From  freezing  waters,  and  the  colder  North, 
To  fouthern  climes  directing  their  career, 
Their  llation  changing  with  th'  inverted  year. 
How  all  with  careful  knowledge  are  endued. 
To  chufe  their  proper  bed,  and  wave,  and  food  ; 
To  guard  their  fpawn,  and  educate  their  brood. 

B  3  Of 
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Of  Birds,  how  each  according  to  her  kiiid 
Proper  materials  for  her  ncll  can  find. 
And  build  a  frame,  which  deepelt  thought  in  man 
Would,  of  amend,  or  imitate  in  vain. 
How  in  fmall  flights  they  know  to  try  their  young. 
And  teach  the  callow  child  her  parent's  fong. 
Why  thefe  frequent  the  plain,  and  thofe  the  wood. 
Why  every  land  has  her  fpecific  brood  : 
Where  the  tall  Crane,  or  winding  Swallow  goes. 
Fearful  of  gathering  winds,   and  falling  fnows : 
If  into  rocks,  or  hollow  trees  they  creep. 
In  temporary  death  confin'dto  fleep  ; 
Or  confcious  of  the  coming  evil,  fly 
To  milder  regions,  and  a  fouthern  flcy. 

Of  beafls  and  creeping  infedts  fliall  we  trace 
The  vv'ond'rous  nature,   and  the  various  race; 
Or  wild  or  tame,  or  friend  to  man  or  foe. 
Of  us  what  they,  or  what  of  them  we  know  ? 

Tell  me,  ye  ftudious,  who  pretend  to  fee 
Far  into  nature's  bofom,  whence  the  Bee 
Was  firfl  inform'd  her  vent'rous  flight  to  fteer 
^hrough  traftlefs  paths,  and  an  abyfs  of  air. 
Whence  fhe  avoids  the  flimy  marih,  and  knows 
The  fertile  hills,  where  fweeter  hcrba 
And   honey    making  flowers  their  opei 

difclofe. 

Hovv^  from  the  thicken'J  mirt,  and  fetting  fun, 
^inds  flae  the  labour  of  her  day  is  done  ? 
y/ho  taught  her  againfl:  winds  and  rain  to  flrive. 

To  bring  her  burden  to  the  certain  hive. 

And 


and  knows  -^ 
age  grows,  ( 
opening    buds  C 
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And  through  the  liquid  fields  again  to  pafs 
Duteous,  and  hearkening  to  the  founding  brafs? 

And,  O  thou  lluggard,  tell  me  why  the  Ant, 
'Midit  fummer's  plenty  thinks  of  winter's  want: 
By  conllant  journies  careful  to  prepare 
Her  ftores;  and  bringing  home  the  corny  ear, 
By  what  inftruftion  does  fne  bite  the  grain^ 
Left  hid  in  earth,  and  taking  root  again. 
It  might  elude  ,the  forefiglit  of  her  care  ?  1 

Dilllnd;  ih  either  infetV's  deed  appear  r" 

The  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and  fear;  J 

Fix  thy  corporeal,  and  internal  eye 
On  the  young  Gnat,  or  new  engender'd  Fly; 
On  the  vile  Worm  that  yefterday  began 
To  crawl ;  thy  fellow-creatures,  abjeft  man  ! 
Like  thee  they  breathe,  they  move,  they  tafte,  they  fee. 
They  (how  their  paffions  by  their  afts,  like  thee: 
Darting  their  ftings,  they  previouily  declare 
Defign'd  revenge,  and  fierce  intent  of  vvar  : 
Laying  their  eggs,   they  evidently  prove 
The  genial  power,  and  full  effects  of  love. 
Each  then  has  organs  to  digell  his  food. 
One  to  beget,  and  one  receive  the  brood  : 
Has  limbs  and  finews,  blood,  and  heart,  and  brain,  -j 
Life  and  her  proper  funftions  to  fuftain,  i- 

Tho'  the  whole  fabric  fmaller  than  a  grain.  3 

What  more  can  our  pernicious  reafon  grant 
To  tlie  large  Whale,  or  cafded  Elephant, 
To  thofc  enormous  terrors  of  the  Nile, 
The  crelled  Snake,  and  long-tail'd  Crocodile  ; 

B  4.  Than 
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Than  that  all  differ  but  in  fhape  and  name, 
Each  deilin'd  to  a  lefs  or  larger  frame  ? 

For  potent  nature  loves  a  various  aft. 
Prone  to  enlarge,  or  ftudious  to  contraft: 
Now  forms  her  work  too  fmall,  now  too  immenfe. 
And  fcorns  the  meafures  of  our  feeble  fenfe. 
The  objeft  fpread  too  far,  or  rais'd  too  high. 
Denies  its  real  image  to  the  eye; 
Too  little  it  eludes  the  dazzled  fight, 
Becomes  mix'd  blacknefs,  or  unparted  light. 
Water  and  air  the  various  form  confound ; 
The   ftraight   looks    crooked,  and   the  fquare  gro\V5 
round. 

Thus  while  with  fruitlefs  hope,  and  wearied  pain. 
We  feek  great  Nature's  power,  but  feek  in  vain; 
,  Safe  fits  the  goddefs  in  her  dark  retreat; 
Around  her,  myriads  of  Ideas  wait. 
And  endiefs  ihapes  which  the  myllerious  queen 
Can  take  or  quit,  can  alter  or  retain  : 
As  from  our  loft  purfuit  flie  wills  to  hide 
Her  clofe  decrees,  and  chaften  hum.an  pride. 

Untam'd  and  fierce  the  Tiger  ftill  remains: 
He  tires  his  life  in  biting  out  his  chains; 
For  the  kind  gift  of  water  and  of  food,  •* 

Ungrateful,  and  returning  ill  for  good,  C. 

He  feeks  his  keeper's  flefh,  and  thirfts  his  blood  :     j 
While  the  ftrong  Camel,  and  the  generous  Horfe, 
Reftrain'd  and  aw'd  by  man's  inferior  force. 
Do  to  the  rider's  will  their  rage  fubmit. 

And 
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And  anfvver  to  the  fpur,  and  own  the  bit; 

Stretch  their  glad  mouths  to  meet  the  feeder's  hand, 

Pleas'd  with  his  weight,  and  proud  of  his  command. 

Again  :   the  lonely  Fox  roams  far  abroad. 
On  fecret  rapine  bent,  and  midnight  fraud; 
Now  hunts  the  cliir,  now  traverfes  the  lawn; 
And  flies  the  hated  neighbourhood  of  man; 
While  the  kind  Spaniel  and  the  faithful  Hound, 
Likeft  that  Fox  in  fhape  and  fpecies  found, 
Refufes  through  thefe  cliffs  and  lawns  to  roam: 
Purfues  the  noted  path,  and  covets  home; 
Does  with  kind  joy  domeftic  faces  meet ; 
Takes  what  the  glutted  child  denies  to  eat; 
And  dying  licks  his  long-lov'd  mailer's  feet. 

By  what  immediate  caufe  they  are  inclin'd, 
In  many  afts,  'tis  hard  I  own,  to  find. 
I  fee  in  others,  or  I  think  I  fee. 
That  ftri£l  their  principles,  and  ours  agree. 
Evil  like  us  they  fliun,  and  covet  good; 
Abhor  the  poifon,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate;   Like  us  they  know. 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  foe. 
With  feeming  thought  their  actions  they  intend. 
And  ufe  the  means  proportion'd  to  the  end. 
Then  vainly  the  philofopher  avers, 
That  reafon  guides  our  deed,  and  inftindl  theirs. 
How  can  we  juftly  different  caufes  frame. 
When  the  effedts  entirely  are  the  fame, 
Inflinft  and  reafon  how  can  we  divide  ? 
'Tis  the  fool's  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride. 

With 
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With  the  fame  folly  fure,  man  vaunts  his  fway  j 
If  the  brute  beafl:  refufes  to  obey. 
For  tell^me,  when  the  empty  boafler's  word 
Proclaims  himfelf  the  univerfal  lord ; 
Does  he  net  tremble,  lell  the  Lion's  paw 
Should  join  his  plea  againft  the  fancy'd  law? 
Would  not  the  learned  coward  leave  the  chair; 
If  in  the  fchools  or  porches  ihould  appear 
The  fierce  Hyaena,  or  the  foaming  Bear? 

The  combatant  too  late  the  field  declines, 
When  now  the  fword  is  girded  to  his  loins. 
When  the  fwift  vefTel  flies  before  the  windj 
Too  late  the  failor  views  the  land  behind. 
And  'tis  too  late  now  back  again  to  bring 
Enquiry,  rais'd  and  towering  on  the  wing: 
Forward  fhe  ftrives,  averfe  to  be  withheld 
From  nobler  obje(5l3,  and  a  larger  field. 

Confider  with  me  this  aetherial  fpacc, 
Yielding  to  earth  and  fea  the  middle  place. 
Anxious  I  aflc  ye,  how  the  penfile  ball 
Should  never  flrive  to  rife,  nor  never  fear  to  fall. 
When  I  rePiefl,    how  the  revolving  fun 
Does  round  our  globe  his  crooked  jour nies  run; 
I  dcubt  of  many  lands,  if  they  contain 
Or  herd  of  beaft,  or  colony  of  man  : 
If  any  nations  pafs  their  deftin'd  days : 
Beiieath  the  neighb'ring  fun's  direfter  rays: 
If  any  fufFer  on  the  polar  coafl, 
The  rage  of  Ardos,  and  eternal  froft. 

May 
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May  not  the  pleafure  of  omnipotence 
To  each  of  thefe  fome  fecrct  good  difpenfe  I 
Thofe  who  amidft  the  torrid  regions  live. 
May  they  not  gales  unknown  tp  us  receive  ; 
See  daily  Ihowers  rejoice  the  thirfty  earth. 
And  blefs  the  flowery  buds'  fucceeding  birth? 
May  they  not  pity  Us,  condemn'd  to  bear 
The  various  heaven  of  an  obliquer  fphere; 
While  by  fix'd  laws,  and  v/ith  a  juft  return. 
They  feel  twelve  hours  that  fliade,  for  twelve  that  burn. 
And  praife  the  neighb'ring  fun,  whofe  conftant  flame- 
Enlightens  them  with  feafons  ftill  the  fame? 
And  may  not  thofe,  vvhofe  diftant  lot  is  caft 
North  beyond  Tartary's  extended  wafte  ; 
Where  through  the  plains  of  one  continual  day. 
Six  fliining  months  purfue  their  even  way; 
And  fix  fucceeding  urge  their  duiky  flight ; 
Obfcur'd  in  vapours,  and  o'erwhelm'din  night: 
May  not,  I  afk  the  natives  of  thefe  climes 
(As  annals  may  inform  fucceeding  times) 
To  our  quotidian  change  of  heaven  prefer 
Their  own  viciflitude,   and  equal  fliare 
Of  day  and  night,  difparted  through  the  year? 
May  they  not  fcorn  our  fun's  repeated  race. 
To  narrow  bounds  prefcrib'd,   and  little  fpace, 
Hafteningfrom  morn,  and  headlong  driven  from  noon. 
Half  of  our  daily  toil  yet  fcarcely  done? 
May  they  not  j  uftly  to  our  climes  upbraid 
Shortnefs  of  night,  and  penury  of  fliade; 

That. 
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That,  e'er  onr  wearied  limbs  are  juftly  bicit 

With  whclefome  fleep,  and  necefiary  reft ; 

Another  fan  demands  return  of  care. 

The  remnant  toil  of  yefterday  to  bear? 

Whilft,  when  the  folar  beams  falute  the  fight, 

Bold  and  fecure  in  half  a  year  of  light. 

Uninterrupted  voyages  they  take 

To  the  remoteft  wood,  and  farthell:  lake; 

Manage  the  fifhing,  and  purfue  the  courfe 

•  With  more  extended  nerves,  and  more  continu'd  force. 

And  when  declining  day  forfakes  their  fky  ; 

When  gathering  clouds  fpeak  gloomy  winter  nigh  ; 

With  plenty  for  the  coming  feafon  blell. 

Six  folid  months  (an  age)  they  live,  releas'd, 

From  all  the  labour,  procefs,  clamour,  vs'oe. 

Which  our  fad  fcenes  of  daily  aftion  know : 

They  light  the  fliining  lamp,  prepare  the  feaft. 

And  with  full  mirth  receive  the  welcome  gueft: 

Or  tell  their  tender  loves  (the  only  care 

Which  now  they  fufFer)  to  the  liilening  fair. 

And  rais'd  in  pleafure,  or  repos'd  in  eafe 

(Grateful  alternates  of  fubftantial  peace) 

They  blefs  the  long  nofturnal  influence  fhed 

On  the  crown'd  goblet,  and  the  genial  bed. 

In  foreign  ifles  which  our  difcoverers  find. 

Far  from  this  length  of  continent  disjoin'd. 

The  rugged  Bears,  or  fpotted  Lynx's  brood 

Frighten  the  vallies,  and  infeft  the  wood ; 

The  hungry  Crocodile,  and  hiffing  Snake 

J-iurk  in  the  troubled  ftream  and  fenny  brake  : 

And 
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And  man,  untaught  and  ravenous  as  the  beaft, 
DoesNvaliey,  wood,  and  brake,  and  ftream  infeft. 
Deriv'd  thefe  men  and  animals  their  birth 
From  trunk  of  oak,  or  pregnant  womb  of  earth? 
Whence  then  the  old  belief  that  all  began 
In  Eden's  Ihade,  and  one  created  man? 
Or,  grant,  this  progeny  was  wafted  o'er 
By  coafling  boats  from  next  adjacent  fnore: 
Would  thofe,  from  whom  we  will  fuppofe  they  fpring. 
Slaughter  to  harmlefs  lands,    and  poifon  bring? 
Would  they  on  board  or  Bears,  or  Lynxes  take. 
Feed  the  She-Adder,  and  the  brooding  Snake? 
Or  could  they  think  the  new  diicover'd  ifle, 
Pleas'd  to  receive  a  pregnant  Crocodile  ? 

And,  fince  the  favage  lineage  we  mud  trace 
From  Noah  fav'd,  and  his  diftinguifh'd  race; 
How  fhould  their  fathers  happen  to  forget 
The  arts  which  Noah  taught,  the  rules  he  fet. 
To  fow  the  glebe,  to  plant  the  generous  vine. 
And  load  with  grateful  flames  the  holy  fhrine? 
While  the  great  lire's  unhappy  fons  are  found, 
Unprefs'd  their  vintage,  and  untill'd  their  ground 
Straggling  o'er  dale  aad  hill  in  queft  of  food. 
And  rude  of  arts,  of  virtue,  and  of  God. 

How  mall  wt  next  o'er  earth  and  feas  purfue 
Tlie  varied  forms  of  every  thing  weviev/; 
That  all  is  chang'd,  though  all  is  ftill  the  fame. 
Fluid  the  parts,  yet  durable  the  frame? 
Of  thofe  materials  which  have  been  confefs'd 
The  priftine  fprings,  and  parents  of  the  reft. 

Each 
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Each  becomes  other.     Water  ftopp'd  gives  birth 
To  grafs  and  plants,  and  thickens  in  the  earth: 
Diffus'd,   it  rifes  in  a  higher  fphere; 
Dilates  its  drops,  and  foftens  into  air : 
Thofe  finer  parts  of  air  again  afpire. 
Move  into  warmth,  and  brighten  into  fire. 
That  fire  once  more  by  thicker  air  o'ercomc. 
And  downward  forc'd,  in  earth's  capacious  womb 
Alters  its  particles;  is  fire  no  more; 
But  lies  rcfplendent  dull,   and  fnining  ore: 
Or,  running  through  the  mighty  mother's  veins. 
Changes  its  fhape;  puts  ofF  its  old  remains; 
With  watry  parts  its  leflen'd  force  divides; 
Flows  into  v/aves,  and  rifes  into  tides. 

Difparted  ftreams  fhall  from  their  channels  fly. 
And  deep  furcharg'd  by  fandy  mountains  lie, 
■Obfcurely  fepulcher'd.     By  eating  rain. 
And  furious  wind,  down  to  the  diftant  plain 
The  hill,  that  hides  his  head  above  the  fkies. 
Shall  fall:  the  plain  by  flow  degrees  Ihall  rife 
Higher  than  eril  had  flood  the  fummit  hill: 
For  time  mull  nature's  great  behefts  fulfil. 

Thus,  by  a  length  of  years,  and  change  of  fate. 
All  things  are  light  and  heavy,  fmall  or  great : 
Thus  Jordan's  waves  fliall  future  clouds  appear; 
And  Egypt's  Pyramids  refine  to  air. 
Thus  later  age  Ihall  afk  for  Pifon's  flood : 
And  travellers  enquire,  where  Babel  flood. 

Now  vvherc  we  fee  thefe  changes  often  fall, 
Sedate  we  paf5  them  by  as  natural ; 

Where 
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Where  to  our  eye  more  rarely  they  appear. 
The  pompous  name  of  prodigy  they  bear: 
Let  adllve  thought  thefe  clofe  mseanders  trace  ; 
Let  human  wit  their  dubious  boundaries  place. 
Are  all  things  miracle;  or  nothing  fuch? 
And  prove  we  not  too  little,  or  too  much  ? 

For  that  a  branch  cut  off,   awither'd  rod 
Should  at  a  word  pronounc'd  revive  and  buds. 
Is  this  more  ftrange,  than  that  the  mountain's  brow, 
Stripp'd  by  December's  froft,  and  white  with  fnow. 
Should  pufa  in  fpring,  ten  thoufand  thoufand  buds. 
And  boaft  returning  leaves,  and  blooming  woods  ? 
That  each  fuccefiive  night  from  opening  heaven 
The  food  of  angels  fhould  to  man  be  given  ; 
Is  this  more  ftrange,  than  that  with  common  bread 
Our  fainting  bodies  every  day  are  fed  ? 
Than  that  each  grain  and  f-ed  confum'd  in  earth, 
Raifes  its  ftore,  and  multiplies  its  birth ; 
And  from  the  handful  which  the  tiller  fows. 
The  labour'd  fields  rejoice,  and  future  harveft  flows? 

Then,  from  whate'er  we  can  to  fenfe  produce 
Common  and  plain,  or  wonderous  and  abftrufe. 
From  nature's  conftant  or  eccentric  laws. 
The  thoughtful  foul  this  general  iniluence  draws. 
That  an  effefl  mull  prefuppofe  a  caui'e. 
And  while  fhe  does  her  upward  flight  fuftain. 
Touching  each  link  of  the  continued  chain, 
At  length  flie  is  oblig'd  and  forc'd  to  fee 
A  firil:,  a  fource,  a  life,  a  deity; 
What  has  for  ever  been,  and  mull  for  ever  be. 

This 
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This  great  exiilence  thus  by  reafon  found, 
Blcft  by  all  power,  with  all  perfeftion  crown'd; 
How  can  we  bind  or  limit  his  decree. 
By  what  our  ear  has  heard,  or  eyes  may  fee  ? 
Say  then:  is  all  in  heaps  of  water  loft, 
Beyond  the  iflands,  and  the  mid-land  coaft? 
Or  has  that  God  who  gave  the  world  its  birth, 
Sever'd  thofe  waters  by  fome  other  earth. 
Countries  by  future  plow-fhares  to  be  torn. 
And  cities  rais'd  by  nations  yet  unborn  ! 
Ere  the  progreffive  courfe  of  reftlefs  age 
Performs  three  thoufand  times  its  annual  ftage. 
May  not  our  power  and  learning  be  fuppreft. 
And  arts  and  empire  learn  to  travel  well  ? 

Where,  by  the  flrength  of  this  Idea  charm'd, 
Lighten'd  with  glory,  and  with  rapture  warm'd, 
Afcends  my  foul  ?  what  fees  fhe  white  and  great 
Amidil  fubjefted  feas?  An  ifle,  the  feat 
Of  power  and  plenty;  her  imperial  throne. 
For  juftice  and  for  mercy  fought  and  known; 
Virtues  fublime,  great  attributes  of  Heaven, 
From  thence  to  this  diftinguifh'd  nation  given: 
Yet  farther  weft  the  weftern  ifle  extends 
Her  happier  fame;  her  armed  fleet  flie  fends 
To  climates  folded  yet  from  human  eye  ; 
And  lands,  v/hich  we  imagine  wave  and  flcy. 
From  pole  to  pole  flie  hears  her  afts  refound. 
And  rules  an  empire  by  no  ocean  bound; 
Knows  her  fliips  anchor'd,  and  her  fails  unfurl'd, 
In  other  Indies,  and  a  fecond  world. 

Long 
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Long  fhall  Britannia  (that  muft  be  her  name) 
Be  firll  in  conqucll,  and  prefide  in  fame  : 
Long  Ihall  her  favour'd  monarchy  engage 
The  teeth  of  envy,  and  the  force  of  age  : 
Rever'd  and  happy  fhe  fhall  long  remain, 
Of  human  things  leaft  changeable,  leaft  vain. 
Yet  all  mufl  with  the  general  doom  comply; 
And  this  great  glorious  power,  tho'  laft,  muH:  die. 

Now  let  us  leave  this  earth,  and  lift  our  eye 
To  the  large  convex  of  yon  azure  flcy: 
jBehold  it  like  an  ample  curtain  fpread. 
Now  ftreak'd  and  glowing  with  the  morning  red; 
Anon  at  noon  in  flaming  yellow  bright. 
And  chufing  fable  for  the  peaceful  night. 
Afk  reafon  now,  whence  light  and  fhade  were  given, 
And  whence  this  great  variety  of  Heaven  : 
Reafon,  our  guide,  what  can  fhe  more  reply, 
Than  that  the  fun  illuminates  theficy; 
Than  that  night  rifes  from  his  abfent  ray. 
And  his  returning  luftre  kindles  day  ? 

But  we  expeft  the  morning  red  in  vain: 
'Tis  hid  in  vapours,  or  obfcur'd  by  rain. 
The  noon-tide  yellow  we  in  vain  require  : 
'Tis  black  in  ftorm,  or  red  in  light'ning  fire. 
Pitchy  and  dark  the  night  fometimes  appears. 
Friend  to  our  woe,  and  parent  of  our  fears : 
Our  joy  and  wonder  f^ometimes  fhe  excites. 
With  ftars  unnumber'd,   and  eternal  lights. 
Send  forth,  ye  wife,  fend  forth  your  labouring  thought: 
Let  it  return  with  empty  notions  fraught. 

Vol.  ir.  c  Of 
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Of  airy  columns  every  mcmcnt  broke. 

Of  circling  whirlpools,  and  of  fpheres  of  fmoke: 

Yet  this  folutioa  but  once  more  aiFords 

New  change  of  terms ;  and.fcaffolding.  of  words : 

In  other  garb  my  quellion  I  receive. 

And  take  the  doubt  the  very  fame  I  gave. 

Lo!  as  a  giant  Ibong  the  lufty  fun 
Multiply'd  rounds  in  one  great  round  does  run  j 
Tv/ofold  his  courfe,  yet  conftant  his  career. 
Changing  the  day,  and  finifhing  the  year. 
Again  when  his  defcending  orb  retires. 
And  earth  perceives  the  abfence  of  his  fires ; 
The  moon  affords  us  her  alternate  ray. 
And  with  kind  beams  diftributes  fainter  day. 
Yet  keeps  the  flages  of  her  monthly  race. 
Various  her  beams,  and  changeable  her  face. 
Each  planet  fhining  in  its  proper  fphere. 
Does  with  juft  fpeed  his  radiant  voyage  fleer: 
Each  fees  his  lamp  with  different  luftre  crov/n'd: 
Each  knows  his  courfe  with  different  periods  bound; 
And  in  his  paffage  through  the  liquid  fpace. 
Nor  haftens,  nor  retards  his  neighbour's  race. 
Now  fliines  thefe  planets  with  fubltantial  rays? 
Does  innate  luftre  gild  their  meafur'd  days? 
Or  do  they  (as  your  fchemes,  I  think,  have  fhewn) 
Dart  furtive  bcam5,  and  glory  not  their  own. 
All  fervants,  to  that  fource  of  light  the  fun  ? 

Again  I  fee  ten  thoufand  thoufand  ftars. 
Nor  call  in  lines,  in  circles,  nor  in  fquares : 
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(Poor  rules,  with  which  our  bounded  mind  is  fill'd. 
When  we  would  plant,  or  cultivate,  or  build) ; 
But  fhining  with  fuch  vaft,  fuch  various  light, 
As  fpeaks  the  hand  that  form'd  tliem,  infinite; 
How  mean  the  order  and  perfediion  fought 
In  the  beft  produdl  of  the  human  thought, 
Compar'd  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns 
In  what  the  fpirit  of  the  world  ordains ! 

Now  if  the  fun  to  earth  tranfmits  his  ray. 
Yet  does  not  fcorch  us  with  too  fierce  a  day ; 
How  fmall  a  portion  of  his  power  is  giv'n 
To  orbs  more  diftant,  and  remoter  Heaven  ? 
And  of  thofe  ftars,  which  our  imperfeft  eye 
Has  doom'd,   and  fix'd  to  one  eternal  fky. 
Each  by  a  native  ftock  of  honour  great. 
May  dart  ftrong  influence,  and  difFufe  kind  heat, 
(It  felf  a  fun  ;)  and  with  tranfmifiive  light 
Enliven  worlds  deny'd  to  human  fight: 
Around  the  circles  of  their  ambient  fkies 
New  moons  may  grow  or  wane,  may  fet  or  rife  ; 
And  other  ftars  may  to  thofe  funs  be  earths; 
Give  their  own  elements  their  proper  births; 
Divide  their  climes,  or  elevate  their  pole; 
See  their  land  flourifh,  and  their  oceans  roll  j 
Yet  thefe  great  orbs  thus  radically  bright, 
Primitive  founts,  and  origins  of  light. 
May  each  to  other  (as  their  different  fphere 
Makes  or  their  diftance,  or  their  height  appear) 
Be  fwn  a  nobler,  or  inferior  Itar  ; 

C  z  And 
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And  in  that  fpace,  which  we  call  air  and  iky, 
Myriads  of  earths,  and  moons,  and  funs  may  lie 
Unmeafur'd,  and  unknown  to  human  eye. 

In  vain  we  meafure  this  amazing  fphere. 
And  find  and  fix  its  centre  here  or  there, 
Whilft  its  circumference  fcorning  to  be  brought 
Even  in  fancy'd  fpace,  illudes  our  vanquifli'd  thought. 

Where  then  are  all  the  radiant  Monfters  driven. 
With  which  your  gueffes  fiU'd  the  frighten'd  heaven? 
Where  will  their  fidlious  images  remain? 
In  paper  fchemes,  and  the  Chaldean's  brain. 

This  problem  yet,  this  offspring  of  a  guefs. 
Let  us  for  once  a  child  of  truth  confefs ; 
That  thefe  fair  ftars,  thefe  objefts  of  delight 
And  terror,   to  our  fearching  dazzled  fight. 
Are  worlds  immenfe,  unnumber'd,  infinite  : 
But  do  thefe  worlds  difplay  their  beams,  or  guide 
Their  orbs,  to  ferve  thy  ufe,  to  pleafe  thy  pride? 
Thy  felf  but  duft;  thy  ftature  but  a  fpan 
A  moment  thy  duration ;  foolilh  man  ! 
As  well  may  the  minuted  emmet  fay. 
That  Caucafus  was  rais'd  to  pave  his  way: 
The  fnail,  that  Lebanon's  extended  wood 
Was  deftin'd  only  for  his  walk  and  food  ; 
The  vileft  cockle  gaping  on  the  coaft 
That  rounds  the  ample  feas  as  well  may  boaft. 
The  craggy  rock  projedls  above  the  Iky, 
That  he  in  fafety  at  his  foot  may  lie; 
And  the  whole  ocean's  confluent  waters  fwell. 
Only  to  quench  his  thirft,  or  move  and  blanch  his  fhell. 

A  higher 
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A  higher  flight  the  venturous  Goddefs  tries. 
Leaving  material  worlds,  and  local  Ikies; 
Enquires,  what  are  the  beings,  where  the  fpace. 
That  form'd  and  held  the  Angels  ancient  race  ? 
For  rebel  Lucifer  with  Michael  fought 
(I  offer  only  what  tradition  taught) 
Embattl'd  cherub  againfl  cherub  rofe, 
Did  fhield  to  Ihield,  and  power  to  power  oppofe 
Heaven  rung  with  triumph  :    Hell  was  fill'd  wi 

woes. 

What  were  thofe  forms  of  which  your  volumes  tell, 
How  fome  fought  great,  and  others  recreant  fell : 
Thefe  bound  to  bear  an  everlafting  load. 
Durance  of  chain,  and  banifhment  of  God: 
By  fatal  turns  their  wretched  llrength  to  tire;' 
To  fwim  in  fulphurous  lakes,  or  land  on  folid  fire ; 
Whilft  thofe  exalted  to  primaeval  light, 
Excefs  of  blefling,  and  fupreme  delight. 
Only  perceive  fome  little  paufe  of  joys 
In  thofe  great  moments  when  their  God  employs 
Their  miniftry,  to  pour  his  threaten'd  hate 
On  the  proud  king,  or  the  rebellious  ftate; 
Or  to  reverfe  Jehovah's  high  command. 
And  fpeak  the  thunder  falling  from  his  hand. 
When  to  his  duty  the  proud  king  returns. 
And  the  rebellious  ftate  in  alhes  mourns. 
How  can  good  angels  be  in  Heaven  confin'd  ; 
Or  view  that  prefence  which  no  fpace  can  bind  I 
Is  God  above,  beneath,  or  yon,  or  here? 
He  who  made  all,  is  he  not  every  where  ? 

C  3  Oh 
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Oh  how  can  wicked  angels  find  a  night 

So  dark  to  hide  them  from  that  piercing  light. 

Which  form'd  the  eye,  and  gave  the  power  of  fight? 

What  mean  I  now  of  angel,  when  I  hear 
Finn  body,  fpirit  pure,  or  fluid  air? 
Spirits  to  aflions  fpiritual  confin'd, 
Friends  to  our  thought,   and  kindred  to  our  mind, 
Should  only  aft  and  prompt  us  from  within. 
Nor  by  external  eye  be  ever  feen. 
Was  it  not  therefore  to  our  fathers  known, 
That  thefe  had  appetite,  and  limb,  and  bone  ? 
Elfe  how  could  Abraham  wafh  their  weary'd  feet : 
Or  Sarah  pleafe  their  tafte  with  favoury  meat  ? 
Whence  fhould  they  fear?  or  why  did  Lot  engage 
To  fave  their  bodies  from  abufive  rage. 
Arid  how  could  Jacob,  in  a  real  fight, 
Feel  or  refill  the  wrellling  angel's  might? 
How  could  a  form  its  ftrength  with  matter  try? 
Or  how  a  fpirit  touch  a  mortal's  thigh  ? 

Now  are  they  air  condens'd,  or  gather'd  rays  ? 
How  guide  they  then  our  prayer,  or  keep  our  ways. 
By  ftronger  blafls  ftill  fubjeft  to  be  toft. 
By  tempefts  fcatter'd,  and  in  whirlwinds  loft  ? 

Have  they  again   (as  facred  fong  proclaims) 
Subftances  real,  and  exifting  frames? 
How  comes  it  fince  with  them  we  jointly  ftiare 
The  great  effeft  of  one  Creator's  care ; 
That,  whilft  our  bodies  ficken  and  decay, 
Their's  are  for  ever  healthy,  young,  and  gay? 

Why 


M.         PRIOR.  23 

Why,  whim  \vs  ftruggle  in  this  vale  beneath, 
With  want  and  forrow,  with  difeafe  and  death, 
Do  they,  more  blefs'd  perpetual  life  employ 
On  fongs  of  pleafure,   and  in  fcenes  of  joy? 

Now  when  my  mind  has  all  this  world  furvey  V, 
And  found  that  nothing  by  itfelf  was  made; 
When  thought  has  rais'd  it  felf  by  juft  degrees 
From  vallies  crown'd  with  flowers,  and  hills  with  trees ; 
From  fmoaking  minerals,   and  from  rifrng  fb-eamsj 
From  fattening  Nilus,  or  victorious  Thames; 
From  all  the  living  that  four-footed  move 
Along  the  (hoar,  the  meadow,  or  the  grove ; 
From  all  that  can  with  fins,   or  feathers  fly. 
Through  the  aerial,  or  the  watery  fky; 
From  the  poor  reptile  with  a  reafoning  foul. 
That  miferable  mallier  of  the  whole; 
From  this  great  objeil  of  the  body's  eye. 
This  fair  half-round,   this  ample  azure  ll:y. 
Terribly  large,  and  wonderfully  bright 
V7ith  ftars  unnumloer'd,   and  unmeafur'd  Jicrht ; 
From  effences  unfeen,  celeflial  names. 
Enlightening  fpirits,   and  minifterial  flames, 
Angels,  dominions,   potentates,  and  thrones. 
All  that  in  each  degree  the  name  of  creature  ownss 
Lift  we  our  reafon  to  that  fovereign  caufe, 
Who  bleft  the  whole  with  life,  and  bounded  it  with 

laws : 
Who  forth  from  nothing  call'd  thio  comely  framcj 
His  will  and  act,  his  word  and  work  the  flxme; 

C  A  .  Tq 
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To  whom  a  thoufand  years  are  but  a  day ; 
Who  bad  the  light  her  genial  beams  difplay  ; 
And  fet  the  moon,  and  taught  the  fun  his  way: 
Who,  waking  time,  his  creature,  from  the  fource 
Primeval,  order'd  his  predeftined  courfe: 
Himfelf,  as  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 
Holding,  obedient  to  his  high  command, 
The  deep  abyfs,  the  long  continu'd  llore. 
Where  months,  and  days,  and  hours,  and  min 

pour 
Their  floating  parts,  and  thenceforth  are  no  more. 
This  Alpha  and  Omega,  firft  and  lall 
Who,  like  a  potter  in  a  mold  has  caft 
The  world's  great  fame,  commanding  it  to  be 
Such  as  the  eyes  of  fenfe  and  reafon  fee 
Yet  if  he  wills,  m.ay  change  or  fpoil  the  whole; 
May  take  yon'  beauteous,  myftic,  Harry  roll 
And  burn  it,  like  an  ufelefs  parchment  fcroll 
May  from  its  Bafis  in  one  moment  pour 

This  melted  earth 

Like  liquid  metal,  and  like  burning  ore  : 

Who  fole  in  power,  at  the  beginning  faid; 

Let  Sea  and  Air,  and  Earth  and  Heaven  be  made: 

And  it  was  fo and  when  he  fhall  ordain 

In  other  fort,  has  but  to  fpeak  again. 

And  they  fhall  be  no  more:   of  this  great  theme. 

This  glorious  hallow'd,  everlaltlng  name, 

This  God  I  would  difcourfe. 

The  learned  Elders  fat  appali'd,  amaz'd  ; 
And  each  with  mutual  look  on  other  gaz'd, 

Nor 
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Nor  fpeech  they  meditate,  nor  anfwer  frame: 
(Too  plain,  alas !  their  filence  fpake  their  fhame:) 
'Till  one,  in  whom  an  outward  mien  appear'd. 
And  turn  fuperior  to  the  vulgar  herd. 
Began;  that  human  learning's  furtheft  reach 
Was  but  to  note  the  doftrines  I  could  teach; 
That  mine  to  fpeak,  and  theirs  was  to  obey: 
For  I  in  knowledge  more,  than  power  did  fway: 
And  the  aftonifh'd  world  in  me  beheld 
Mofes  ecclips'd,   and  Jefle's  fon  excell'd. 
Humble  a  fecond  bow'd,  and  took  the  word ; 
Forefaw  my  name  by  future  age  ador'd ; 
O  live,   faid  he,  thou  wifeft  of  the  wife! 
As  none  has  equall'd,  none  Ihall  ever  rife 
Excelling  thee. 

Parent  of  wicked,  bane  of  honell  deeds. 
Pernicious  flattery  !   thy  malignant  feeds 
In  an  ill  hour,  and  by  a  fatal  hand 
Sadly  difFus'd  o'er  Virtue's  gleby  land. 
With  rifmg  pride  aniidfi;  the  corn  appear. 
And  choak  the  hopes  and  harveft  of  the  year. 

And  now  the  whole  perplex'd  ignoble  Ci"owd 
Mute  to  my  queftions,  in  my  praifes  loud, 
Echo'd  the  word  :   whence  things  arofe,  or  hovv 
They  thus  exift,  the  apteft  nothing  know  : 
"What  yet  is  not,  but  is  ordain'd  to  be, 
All  veil  of  doubt  apart,  the  dulleft  fee.         ' 

My  prophets,  and  my  fophifts  finifli'd  here 
Their  civil  efforts  of  the  verbal  war: 
Not  fo  my  rabbins,  and  logicians  yield; 
Retiring  ftill  they  combat:  from  the  field 

Of 
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Of  open  arms  unwilling  they  depart. 
And  fculk  behind  the  Tubterfuge  of  art. 
To  fpeak  one  thing,  mix'd  dialedls  they  join ; 
Divide  the  fimple,  and  the  plain  define ; 
Fix  fancy'd  laws,  and  form  imagin'd  rules. 
Terms  of  their  art,  and  jargon  of  their  fchools. 
Ill-grounded  maxims  by  falfe  glofs  enlarg'd. 
And  captious  fcience  againft  reafon  charg'd. 

Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought; 
The  adverfe  fedldeny'd,  what  this  had  taught; 
And  he  at  length  the  ampleft  triumph  gain'd, 
Who  contradicted  what  the  laft  maintain'd. 

O  wretched  impotence  of  human  mind! 
We  erring  flill  excufe  for  error  find ; 
And  darkling  grope,  not  knowing  we  are  blind. 

Vain  man  !  fmce  fii-ft  the  blulhing  fire  elTay'd 
His  folly  with  connedled  leaves  to  Ihade ; 
How  does  the  crime  of  thy  refembling  race 
With  like  attempt  that  priftine  error  trace  ! 
Too  plain  thy  nakednefs  of  foul  efpy'd. 
Why  dofl  thou  ftrive  the  confcious  fhame  to  hide 
By  marks  of  eloquence,  and  veils  of  pride  ? 

With  outward  fmiles  their  flattery  I  receiv'd; 

Own'd  my  fick  mind  by  their  difcourfe  reliev'd; 

Eut  bent  and  inward  to  myfelf  again 

Perplex'd,  thefe  matters  I  revolv'd  in  vain. 

My  fearch  flill  tir'd,  my  labour  ftill  renew'd, 

At  length  I  ignorance,  and  knowledge  vicw'd. 

Impartial;  both  in  equal  balance  laid  j 

Light  flew  the  knowing  fcalej  the  doubtful  heavy 

weigh'd. 

Forc'd 
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Forc'd  by  refleflive  reafon,  I  confefs. 
That  human  fcience  Is  uncertain  guefs. 
Alas !  we  grafp  at  clouds,  and  beat  the  air. 
Vexing  that  fpirit  we  intend  to  clear. 
Can  thought  beyond  the  bounds  of  matter  climb? 
Or  who  fhall  tell  me  what  is  fpace  or  time  ? 
In  vain  we  lift  up  our  prefumptuous  eyes 
To  what  our  Maker  to  their  ken  denies : 
The  fearcher  follows  fall:  the  objeft  fafter  flies. 
The  little  which  imperfedlly  we  find. 
Seduces  only  the  bewilder'd  mind 
To  fruitlefs  fearch  of  fomething  yet  behind. 
Various  difcullions  tear  our  heated  brain  : 
Opinions  often  turn;  ftill  doubts  remain; 
And  who  indulges  thought,  increafes  pain. 

How  narrow  limits  were  to  wifdom  given ! 
Earth  Ihe  furveys ;  Ihe  thence  would  meafureHeaven 
Through  mifts  obfcure,  now  wings  her  tedious  way; 
Now  wanders  dazled  v/ith  too  bright  a  day; 
And  from  the  fummit  of  a  pathlefs  coaft 
Sees  Infinite,  and  in  that  fight  is  loft. 

Remember,  that  the  curs'd  defire  to  know. 
Offspring  of  Adam  !  was  thy  fource  of  woe. 
Why  wilt  thou  then  renew  the  vain  purfuit. 
And  rafhly  catch  at  the  forbidden  fruit  ? 
With  empty  labour  and  eluded  ftrife 
Seeking,  by  knowledge,  to  attain  to  life ; 
For  ever  from  that  fatal  tree  debarr'd, 
Which  flaming  fwords  and  angry  cherubs  guard. 


} 
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CHIEFLY      ALLUDED     TO    IN      BOOK     II. 

I  fald  in  my  own  heart.  Go  to  now,  I  will  prove 
thee  with  mirth  j  therefore  enjoy  pleafure.  Eccle- 
fiaftes,  chap.  II.  verf.  i . 

I  made  me  great  works,  I  builded  me  houfes,  I  plant- 
ed me  vineyards.     Verf.  /j.. 

I  made    me  gardens    and  orchards ;  and   I  planted 
trees  in  them  of  all  kind  of  fruit.  Verf.  5. 
I  made  me  pools  of  water,  to  water  therewith  the 
wood  that  bringeth  forth  trees.     Verf.  6. 

Then  I  looked  on  all  the  works  that  my  hands  had 
wrought,  and  on  the  labour  that  I  had  laboured 
to  do :  And  behold  all  was  vanity,  and  vexation  of 
fpirit ;  and  there  was  no  profit  under  the  fun. 
Verf.  II. 

I  gat  me  men-fingers  and  women-fingers,  and  the 
delights  of  the  fons  of  men,  as  mufical  inllruments, 
and  that  of  all  forts.     Verf   8. 

J  fought  in  mine  heart  to  give  myfelf  unto  wine  (yet 
acquainting  mine  heart  with  wifdom)  and  to  lay 
hold  on  folly,  till  I  might  fee  what  was  that  good 
for  the  fons  of  men,  which  they  iliould  do  under 
Heaven,  all  the  day.  of  their  life.   Verf.  3. 

Then  faid  I  in  my  heart,  As  it  happeneth  unto  the 
fool,  fo  it  happeneth  even  unto  me;  and  why  was 

I  -then 
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I  then  more  wife?  Then  I  faid  in  my  heart,  that 
this  alfb  is  vanity.     Verf.  15. 

Therefore  I  hated  life,  becaufe  the  work  that  is 
wrought  under  the  fun  is  grievous  unto  me.  Chap. 
II.  Verf.  27. 

Dead  flies  caufe  the  ointment  to  fend  forth  a  (link- 
ing favour:  fodoth  the  little  folly  him  that  is  in 
reputation  for  wifdom  and  honour.  Chap.  X. 
Verf.  I. 

The  memory  of  the  juft  is  blefTed,  but  the  memory 
of  the  wicked  fhall  rot.  Proverbs,  Chap.  X. 
Verf,  7. 


PLEA- 


PLEASURE: 


SECOND      BOOK. 


THE       ARGUMENT. 

Solomon,  again  feeking  happinefs,  enquires  if  wealth 
and  greatnefs  can  produce  itj  begins  with  the 
magnificenceof  gardens  and  buildings,  the  luxury 
of  mufic  and  fealling  ;  and  proceeds  to  the  hopes 
and  defires  of  love.  In  two  epifodes  are  lliewn 
the  follies  and  troubles  of  that  paffion.  Solomon 
ftill  difappointed,  falls  under  the  temptations  of 
libertinifm  and  idolatry;  recovers  his  thoughts, 
reafons  aright,  and  concludes,  that  as  to  the  pur- 
fuit   of  pleafure,   and    fenfual  delight.    All    is 

VANITY   AND   VEXATION   OF   SPIRIT. 

TRY  then,  O  man,  the  moments  to  deceive. 
That  from  the  womb  attend  thee  to  the  grave  ; 
For  wearied  nature  find  fome  apter  fcheme : 
Health  be  thy  hope ;  and  pleafure  be  thy  theme : 
From  the  perplexing  and  unequal  ways. 
Where  ftudy  brings  thee;  from  the  endlefs  maze. 

Which 
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Which  doubt  perfuades  to  run,  forewarn'd,  recede 

To  the  gay  field,  and  flowery  path,  that  lead 

To  jocund  mirth,  foft  joy,  and  carelels  eafe: 

Forfake  what  mayinftruft,  for  what  may  pleafe; 

E/Tay  amufing  art,  and  proud  expence : 

And  make  thy  reafon  fubjedl  to  thy  fenfe. 

I  commun'd  thus:  the  power  of  wealth  I  try'd. 

And  all  the  various  luxe  of  coftly  pride, 

Artifts  and  plans  reliev'd  my  folemn  hours; 

I  founded  palaces,  and  planted  bowers. 

Birds,  fifhes,  beafts  of  each  exotic  kind, 

I  to  the  limits  of  my  court  confin'd. 

To  trees  transferr'd  I  gave  a  fecond  birth ; 

And  bid  a  foreign  fliade  grace  Judah's  earth. 

Fifh-ponds  were  made,  where  former  forefts  grewj 
And  hills  were  levell'd  to  extend  the  view. 

Rivers  diverted  from  their  native  courfe. 
And  bound  with  chains  of  artificial  force. 

From  large  cafcades  in  pleafing  tumult  roll'd, 

Or  rofe  through  figur'd  ftone,  or  breathing  gold. 

From  furtheft  Africa's  tormented  womb 

The  marble  brought,  erefts  the  fpacious  dome. 

Or  forms  the  pillars  long  extended  I'ows, 

On  which  the  plan  ted  grove,  and  penfile  garden  grows. 

The  workmen  here  obey'd  the  mafter's  call. 
To  gild  the  turret,  and  to  paint  the  wall; 
To  mark  the  pavement  there  with  various  ftone; 
And  on  the  jafper  fteps  to  rear  the  throne  : 
The  fpreading  cedar  that  an  age  had  flood, 
Supreme  of  trees,  and  miltrefs  of  the  wood, 

Cut 
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Cut  down  and  carv'd,  my  fhining  roof  adorns. 
And  Lebanon  his  ruin'd  honour  mourns. 

A  thoufand  artifts  fhew  their  cunning  power. 
To  raife  the  wonders  of  the  ivory  tower. 
A  thoufand  maidens  ply  the  purple  loom. 
To  weave  the  bed,  and  deck  the  regal  room ; 
'Till  Tyre  confefies  her  exhaufted  ftore. 
That  on  her  coaft  the  Murex  *  is  no  more ; 
'Till  from  the  Parian  ifle,  and  Libya's  coafl, 
The  mountains  grieve  their  hopes  of  marble  loll; 
And  India's  woods  return  their  juft  complaint. 
Their  brood  decay'd,  and  want  of  Elephant. 

My  full  defign  with  vaft  expence  atchiev'd, 
I  came,  beheld,  admir'd,  refledled,  griev'd ; 
I  chid  the  folly  of  my  thoughtlefs  hafte  : 
For,  the  work  perfeded,  the  joy  was  part. 

To  my  new  courts  fad  thought  did  ftill  repair; 
And  round  my  gilded  roofs  hung  hovering  care. 
In  vain  on  filken  beds  I  fought  repofe ; 
And  reftlefs  oft  from  purple  couches  rofe ; 
Vexatious  thought  Itill  found  my  flying  mind 
Nor  bound  by  limits,  nor  to  place  confin'd; 
Haunted  my  nights,  and  terrify'd  my  days; 
Stalk'd  through  my  gardens,  and  purfu'd  my  ways 
Norfhut  from  artful  bower,  norloftinwindingmaze. 

Yet  take  thy  bent,  my  foul  ;  another  fenfe 
Indulge;  add  mulic  to  magnificence: 
Efi'ay,  if  harmony  may  grief  controll ; 
Or  power  of  found  prevail  upon  the  foul. 

•  The  Murex  is  a  ftiell-fifh  j   of  the  liquor  whereof  a 
purple  colour  is  made. 

Often 
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OTten  our  feers  and  poets  have  confeft, 
Tliat  mufic's  force  can  tame  the  furious  beaft; 
Can  make  the  wolf,  or  foaming  boar  rellrain 
His  rage;  the  lion  drop  his  crefted  main, 
Attentive  to  the  fong;  the  lynx  forget 
His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minftrel's  feet. 
Are  we,  alas !  lefs  favage  yet  than  thefe? 
Elfe  mufic  fure  may  human  cares  appeafe. 

I  fpake  my  purpofe;  and  the  chearful  choir 
Parted  their  ihares  of  harmony  ;  the  lyre 
Soften'd  the  timbrel's  nolfe;  the  trumpet's  found 
Provok'd  the  Dorian  flute  (both  fweeter  found 
When  mix'd) ;  the  fife  the  viol's  notes  refin'd 
And  every  ftrength  with  every  grace  was  join'd. 
Each  morn  they  wak'd  me  with  a  fprightly  lay; 
Of  opening  Heaven  they  fang,  and  gladfome  day. 
Each  evening  their  repeated  fkill  exprefs'd 
Scenes  of  repofe,  and  images  of  reft: 
Yet  ftill  in  vain ;   for  mufic  gather'd  thought  : 
But  how  unequal  the  effedls  it  brought! 
The  foft  Ideas  of  the  chearful  note. 
Lightly  receiv'd,  were  eafily  forgot: 
The  folemn  violence  of  the  graver  found 
Knew  to  ftrike  deep,  and  leave  a  lading  wound. 

And  now  reflccling,  I  v/ith  grief  defcry 
The  fickly  luft  of  the  fantaftic  eye; 
How  the  weak  organ  is  with  feeing  cloy'd. 
Flying  ere  night  what  it  at  noon  enjoy'd. 
And  now  (unhappy  fearch  of  thought  !)  I  found 
The  fickle  ear  foon  glutted  with  the  found, 

Vol.  II.  P^  Condemu'd 
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Condemn'd.  eternal  changes  to  purfue, 
Tir'd  with  the  lali,  and  eager  of  the  new. 

I  bad  the  A-irgins  and  the  youth  advance. 
To  temper  mulic  with  the  fprightly  dance. 
Jn  v^ain  1  too  low  the  mimic-motions  {eem ; 
What  takes  our  heart,  muil;  merit  our  elleem. 
Nature,  I  thought,  perform 'd  too  mean  a  part. 
Forming  her  movements  to  the  rules  of  art ; 
And  vex'd  I  found,  that  the  mufician's  hand 
Had  o'er  the  dancer's  mind  too  great  command. 

I  drank;  I  lik'd  it  not :  'rwas  rage;  'twas  noifej 
An  airy  fcene  of  tranlitory  joys. 
Id  vain  I  trailed,  that  the  flowing  bowl 
Would  banilh  forrow,  and  enlarge  the  foul. 
To  the  late  revel,  and  protrafled  fealt 
Wild  dreams  fucce^ded,  and  diforder'd  reil; 
And,   as  at  dawn  of  morn  fair  reafon's  light 
Broke  through  the  fumes  and  phantoms  of  the  night; 
What  had  been  faid,  I  afk'd  my  foul,  what  done; 
How  flovv'd  our  mirth,  and  whence  the  fource begun* 
Perhaps  the  jell  that  charm'd  the  fprightly  croud. 
And  made  the,  jovial  table  laugh  fo  loud. 
To  feme  falfe  notion  ow'd  its  poor  pretence. 
To  an  ambiguous  word's  perverted  fenfe, 
To  a  wild  fonnet,  or  a  wanton  air. 
Offence  and  torture  to  the  fober  ear: 
Perhaps,  alas!   the  pleafnig  llream  was  brought 
From  this  man's  error,  from  another's  fault; 
From  topics  which  good-nature  would  forget. 

And  prudence  mention  with  the  lalt  regret. 

Add 
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Add  yet  unnumber'd  ills,  that  lie  unfeen 
In  the  pernicious  draught;   the  word  obfcene. 
Or  harfh,  which  once  elanc'd  muil  ever  fly 
Irrevocable;   the  too  prompt  reply, 
Seedof  fevere  diftruft,  and  fierce  debate; 
What  we  fhould  (hun,  and  what  we  ought  to  hate. 

Add  too  the  blood  impoverifh'd,  and  the  courfe 
Of  health  fupprefs'd,  by  wine's  continu'd  force. 

Unhappy  man !   whom  forrow  thus  and  rage 
To  different  ills  alternately  engage ; 
Who  drinks,  alas !  but  to  forget ;  nor  fees. 
That  melancholy  floth,  fevere  difeafe. 
Memory  confus'd,  and  interrupted  thought. 
Death's  harbingers,  lie  latent  in  the  draught  : 
And  in  the  flowers  that  wreath  the  fparkling  bowl. 
Fell  adders  hifs,  and  poifonous  ferpents  roll. 

Remains  there  ought  untry'd,  that  may  remove 
Sicknefs  of  mind,  and  heal  the  bofom  ? — Love, 
Love  yet  reniair.s :  indulge  his  genial  fire, 
Cherifli  fair  hope,  folicit  young  defire. 
And  boldly  bid  thy  anxious  foul  explore 
This  laft  great  remedy's  myfterious  power. 

Why  therefore  hefitates  my  doubtful  breafl? 
Why  ceafes  it  one  moment  to  be  blcll? 
Fly  fwift,  my  friends ;  my  fervants,  fly ;  employ 
Your  inftant  pains  to  bring  your  mafler  joy. 
Let  all  my  wives  and  concubines  be  drefs'd; 
Let  them  to-night  attend  the  royal  fealt ; 
All  Ifrael's  beauty,  all  the  foreign  fair; 
TJie  gifts  of  princes,  or  the  fpoils  of  war  : 

D  z  Before 
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Before  their  monarch  they  fhall  fingly  pafs;  ) 

And  the  mofl  worthy  fhall  obtain  the  grace.  \ 

I  faid :  the  feaft  was  ferv'd ;  the  bowl  was  crown'd  ;  ' 

To  the  king's  pleafure  went  the  mirthful  round ;  j 

The  women  came:  as  cuftom  wills,  they  paft:  ! 

On  one,  (O  that  diftinguilli'd  one!)  I  cafl  I 

The  favourite  glance !  O !  yet  my  mind  retains  j 

That  fond  beginning  of  my  infant  pains. 
Mature  the  virgin  was,   of  Egypt's  race;  i 

Grace  fhap'd  her  limbs,  and  beauty  deck'd  her  face: 
Eafy  her  motion  feem'd,  ferene  her  air;  ; 

Full,  though  unzon'd,  her  bofom  rofe  :  her  hair  ; 

Unty'd,  and  ignorant  of  artful  aid, 
Adown  her  fhoulders  loofely  lay  difplay'd; 
And  in  the  jetty  curls  ten  thoufand  Cupids  play'd, 

Fix'd  on  her  charms,  and  pleas'd  that  I  could  lov§. 
Aid  me,  my  friends,  contribute  to  approve 
Your  monarch's  blifs,  I  faid;  frefli  rofes  bring 
To  ftrew  my  bed ;  'till  the  impoverifli'd  Spring 
Confefs  her  want;   around  my  amorous  head 
Be  dropping  myrrh,  and  liquid  amber  flied, 
'Till  Arab  has  no  more.     From  the  foft  lyre. 
Sweet  flute,  and  ten-ftring'd  inftrument,  require 
Sounds  of  delight:  and  thou  fair  nymph  draw  nigh  5 
Thou  in  whofe  graceful  form,  and  potent  eye 
Thy  mailer's  joy  long  fought  at  length  is  found  ; 
And,   as  thy  brow,  let  my  defires  be  crown'd ; 
O  favourite  virgin,  that  hail  warm'd  the  breaft, 
Whofe  fovereign  dictates  fubjugate  the  Eaft ! 

I  faid; 
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1  faid;  and  fudden  from  the  golden  throne 
With  a  fubmifllve  ftep  I  hailed  down. 
The  glowing  garland  from  my  hair  I  took. 
Love  in  my  heart,  obedience  in  my  look ; 
Prepar'd  to  place  it  on  her  comely  head : 
O  favourite  virgin !   (yet  again  I  faid) 
Receive  the  honours  deftin'd  to  thy  brow; 
And  O  above  thy  fellows  happy  thou ! 
Their  duty  muft  thy  fovereign  word  obey  : 
Rife  up,  my  love,  my  fair  one,  come  away. 

What  pang,  alas !  what  ecftafy  of  fmart 
Tore  up  my  fenfes,  and  transfix'd  my  heart  j 
When  fhe  with  modeft  fcorn  the  wreath  return'd, 
Reclin'd  her  beauteous  neck,  and  inward  rnourn'd! 

Forc'd  by  my  pride,  I  my  concern  fupprefs'd. 
Pretended  drowfinefs,  and  wifh  of  reft ; 
And  fallen  I  forfook  th'  imperfetfl  feaft: 
Ordering  the  eunuchs,  to  whofe  proper  care  -  , 

Our  eaftern  grandeur  gives  th'  impiifon'd  fair,  ; 

To  lead  her  forth  to  a  dlilinguifh'd  bower. 
And  bid  her  drefs  the  bed,  and  wait  the  hour.  l 

Reftlefs  I  follow'd  this  obdurate  maid  j 

(Swift  are  the  fteps  that  love  and  anger  tread)  j  1 

Approach'd  her  perfon,  courted  her  embrace,  ! 

Renew'd  my  Hame,  repeated  iTiy  difgrace;  j 

By  turns  put  on  the  fupplianr,  and  the  lord:  j 

Threaten'd  this  moment,  and  the  next  impIorM;  ] 

OiFer'd  again  the  unaccepted  wreath,  ' 

And  choice  of  happy  love,  or  inftant  death.  i 

D  -z  Averfe 


$*  POEMS         OS' 

Averfe  to  all  her  amorous  king  defir'd, 
Far  as  fhe  might,  Ihe  decently  retir'd : 
And,  darting  fcorn  and  forrow  from  her  eyes. 
What  means,  faid  fhe,  king  Solomon  the  wife  ? 

This  wretched  body  trembles  at  your  power: 
Thus  far  could  fortune,  but  fhe  can  no  more. 
Free  to  herfelf  my  potent  mind  remains; 
]Nor  fears  the  vidlor's  rage,  nor  feels  his  chains, 

'Tis  faid,  that  thou  canfl  plaufibly  difpute. 
Supreme  of  feers  !  of  angel,  man,  and  brute; 
Can'fl:  plead  with  fubtle  wit  and  fair  difcourfe. 
Of  pafiion's  folly,  and  of  reafon's  force  ; 
That  to  the  tribes  attehitive,  thou  canfl  fhow. 
Whence  their  misfortunes,  or  their  bleffings  flow  ; 
That  thou  in  fcience,  as  in  power  art  great; 
And  truth  and  honour  on  thy  edifts  wait. 
Where  is  that  knowledge  now,  that  regal  thought. 
With  juft  advice,  and  timely  counfel  fraught? 
Where  now,  O  judge  of  Ifrael !  does  it  rove?— — 
What  in  one  moment  doll  thou  offer?  Love — — 
Love  !  why  'tis  joy  or  forrow,  peace  or  ftrife  j 
'Tis  all  the  colour  of  remaining  life: 
And  human  mifery  muft  begin  or  end. 
As  he  becomes  a  tyrant,  or  a  friend. 
Would  David's  fon,  religious,  juft,  and  grave. 
To  the  firft  bride-bed  of  the  world  receive, 
A  foreigner,  a  heathen,  and  a  flave? 
Or  grant,  thy  paffion  has  thefe  names  deftroy'd ; 
That  love,  like  death,  makes  all  diftinftions  void ; 

Yet 
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Yet  in  his  empire  o'er  thy  abjeft  breaft. 
His  flames  and  Vorments  only  are  exprefl: 
His  rage  can  in  my  fmiles  alone  relent; 
And  all  his  joys  folicit  my  confent. 

Soft  love,  fpontaneous  treCj^  its  parted  root 
Mull  from  two  hearts  with  eqaal  vigour  ftioof : 
Whilft  each  delighted,  and  delighting  gives 
The  plealing  ecftacy,  which  each  receives : 
Cherifh'd  with  hope,  and  fed  with  joy,  it  grows :      'i 
Its  chearful  buds  their  opening  bloom  difclofe;         r 
And  round  the  happy  foil  dilFuiive  odour  flows.        -^ 
If  angry  fate  that  mutual  care  denies;  "1 

The  fading  plant  bevvails  its  due  fupplies;  % 

Wild  with  defpair,  or  fick  with  grief,  it  dies.  J 

By  force  beads  a£l,  and  are  by  force  reftrain'cl : 
The  human  mind  by  gentle  means  is  gain'd. 
Thy  ufelefs  Ilrength,  miftaken  king,  employ: 
Sated  with  rage,  and  ignorant  of  joy. 
Thou  flialt  not  gain  what  I  deny  to  yield; 
Nor  reap  the  harveft,  though  thou  fpoiril  the  field. 
Know,  Solomon,  thy  poor  extent  of  fway; 
Contracl  thy  brow,  and  Ilrael  (hal!  obey: 
But  wilful  Love  thou  mull  with  fmiles  appeafe;       "t 
Approach  his  awful  throne  by  jult  degrees;  \ 

And,  if  thou  would'ft  be  happy,  learn  to  pleafe.      J 

Not  that  thofe  arts  can  here  fuccefsful  prove ; 
For  I  am  deftin'd  for  another's  love. 
Beyond  the  cruel  bounds  of  thy  command. 
To  my  de^r  equal  in  my  native  land, 

D   4  My 
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My  plighted  vow  I  gave  :  I  his  receiv'd : 

Each  fvvore  with  truth,  with  pleafure  each  believ'd. 

The  mutual  contradl  was  to  Heaven  convey'd : 

In  equal  fcalcs  the  bufy  angels  weigh'd 

Its  folemn  force,  and  clap'd  their  wings,  and  fpread 

The  lafting  roll,    recording  what  we  faid. 

Now  in  my  heart  behold  thy  poniard  ftain'd  ; 
Take  the  fad  life  which  I  have  long  difdain'd ; 
End,  in  a  dying  virgin's  wretched  fate. 
Thy  ill-ftar'd  paffion,  and  my  lledfaft  hate. 
For  long  as  blood  informs  thefe  circling  veins. 
Or  fleeting  breath  its  latell:  power  retains; 
Hear  me  to  Egypt's  vengeful  Gods  declare. 
Hate  is  my  part :   be  thine,  O  King,  defpair. 

Now  ftrike,  flue  faid,  and  open'd  bare  her  breall; 
Stand  it  in  Judah's  chronicles  confeft. 
That  David's  fon,  by  impious  paffion  mov'd, 
Smote  a  ftie-flave,  and  murder'd  what  he  lov'd  ! 

Aiaiini'd,  confas'd,  I  ilarted  from  the  bed. 
And  to  my  foul  yet  uncolle£led,  faid  : 
Into  thyfelf,  fond  Solomon,  return; 
Reflect  again,  and  thou  again  flialt  mourn. 
When  I  through  number'd  years  have  Pleafure  fought. 
And  in  vain  hope  the  wanton  phantom  caught; 
To  mock  my  fenfe,  and  mortify  my  pride, 
*Tis  in  another's  power,  and  is  deny'd. 
Am  I  a  king,  great  Heaven !  does  life  or  death 
Hang  on  the  wrath,  or  mercy  of  my  breath; 
While  kneeling  I  my  fervant's  fmiles  implore  ; 
And  one  mad  damfel  dares  difpute  my  power  ? 

To 
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To  ravlfh  her  !   that  thought  wa,;  foon  deprefs'd, 
Which  mull  debafe  the  monarch  to  the  beaft. 
To  fend  her  back!  O  whither,  aad  to  whom? 
To  lands  where  Solomon  mull  never  come  ? 
To  that  infuhing  rival's  happy  arms, 
For  whom,  difdaining  me,  fhe  keeps  her  charms  ? 

Fantaftic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart; 
How  hard  thy  yoke !  how  cruel  is  thy  dart  ! 
Thofe  'fcape  thy  anger,  v/ho  refufe  thy  fway  j 
And  thofe  are  puniih'd  moil,  who  moil  obey. 
See  Judah's  king  revere  thy  greater  power: 
What  canft  thou  covet,  or  how  triumph  more? 
Why  then,  O  Love,  with  an  obdurate  ear 
Does  this  proud  nymph  rejedl  a  monarch's  pr?yer  ? 
Why  to  fome  fimple  Ihepherd  does  (he  run. 
From  the  fond  arms  of  David's  favourite  fon? 
Why  flies  fhe  from  the  glories  of  a  court. 
Where  wealth  and  pleafure  may  thy  reign  fupport. 
To  fome  poor  cottage  on  the  mountain's, brow, 
Now  bleak  with  winds,  and  cover'd  now  with  fnovv; 
Where  pinching  want  mull  curb  her  warm  delircs, 
Andhoulhold  cares  fupprefs  thy  genial  fires? 

Too  aptly  the  aftlifted  heathens  prove 
Thy  force,  while  they  ere»5l  the  Ihrines  of  Love, 
His  myllic  form  the  artizans  of  Greece 
In  wounded  llone,  or  m.olten  gold,  exprefs : 
And  Cyprus  to  his  godhead  pays  her  vow: 
Fall  in  his  hand  the  idol  holds  his  bow: 
A  quiver  by  his  fide  fullains  his  llore 
Of  pointed  darts;  fad  emblems  of  his  power: 

A  pair 
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A  pair  of  wings  he  has,  which  he  extends 
Now. to  be  gone;    which  nov/  again  he  b«nds 
Prone  to  return,  as  beft  may  ferve  his  wanton  ends 
Entirely  thus  I  find  the  fiend  pourtray'd. 
Since  firft,  alas!  I  faw  the  beauteous  maid: 
I  felt  him  ftrike  ;  and  now  1  fee  him  fly: 
Curs'd  Dsmon!  O!  for  ever  broken  lie 
Thofe  fatal  fiiafts,  by  which  I  inward  bleed  ! 

0  !  can  my  wifhes  yet  o'crtake  thy  fpecd  ! 

Tir'd  may'ft   thou  pant,  and  hang  thy  flagging 

wing: 
Except  thou  turn'ft  thy  courfe,  refolv'd  to  bring 
The  damfel  back,  and  fave  the  love-nck  king  1 

My  foul  thu .  ftruggling  in  the  fatal  net. 
Unable  to  enjoy,  or  to  forget; 

1  reafon'd  much,  alas!  but  more  I  lov'd; 
Sent  and  recall'd,  ordain'd,  and  difapprov'd; 
'Till,  hopelef ,  plu.g'd  in  an  abyfs  of  grief, 
I  from  neceflity  receiv'd  relief: 

Time  gently  aided  to  afTwage  my  pain ; 

And  Wiidom  took  once  more  the  flacken'd  rein. 

But  O  how  fnort  my  interval  of  woe  ! 
Our  griefs  how  fwift !   our  remedies  hov/  flow! 
Another  nymph  (for  fo  did  Heaven  ordain. 
To  change  the  manner,  but  renew  the  pain) 
Another  nymph,  amongfl  the  many  fair. 
That  made  my  fofrer  hours  their  folemn  care. 
Before  the  rell  afFcfted  well  to  fland  ; 
And  watch'd  my  eye,  preventing  my  command. 

Abr^ 
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Abra,  flic  fo  wn,'!  r.ill'J,  did  fooncfl  Ii.iflc 
To  graco  rny  prcfcnce;   Abra  went  the  lall: 
Abra  was  ready  ere  I  call'd  her  name; 
And,  though  I  call'd  another,  Abra  came. 

Her  equals  firfl  obferv'd  her  grovvin^^  zr-.i! ; 
And  Jaughinjj  j^Iofs'd,  that  Abra  frvv'd  To  well. 
'J'o  mc  her  adions  did  unheeded  die. 
Or  were  rcmark'd  but  with  a  coninion  eye; 
'Till,  more  appriz'd  of  what  the  ntinour  Taiil, 
More  I  obferv'd  peculiar  in  the  ninid. 

The  fun  declin'd  had  Hiot  hiy  wencrn  rny; 
When,  tir'd  ^vith  bufinefs  of  the  folcmn  d;iy, 
T  purpos'd  to  unbend  the  evening  hours. 
And  banquet  private  in  the  women's  bower-?. 
J  call'd  before  I  fat  to  wafli  my  hands; 
(For  fo  the  precept  of  the  law  commands) : 
J.ovc  had  ordain'd,  that  it  was  Abra's  turn 
7'o  mix  the  fwetts,  ynd  minifler  the  urn. 

With  awful  homage,  and  fubniiflive  dread, 
The  maid  approach'd,  on  my  declining  head 
To  pour  the  oils  :  (he  trembled  as  (he  pour'd; 
With  an  unguarded  look  flie  now  devoured 
My  nearer  face;  and  now  recall'd  her  eye, 
And  heav'd,  and  drove  to  hide  a  fuddcn  figh. 
And  whence,  faid  I,  canfl  thou  have  dread,  or  pain? 
What  can  thy  imagery  of  forrow  mean  ? 
Secluded  from  the  v-'orid,  and  all  its  care. 
Ibid  thou  to  grieve  r)r  joy,  to  hope  or  fear? 
Var  furc,  I  added,  fure  ihy  little  heart 

J  le'cr  felt  Love's  anger,  nor  recciv'd  his  dart. 

Abafli'd 
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Abalh'd  fhe  blufn'd,  and  with  diforder  fpoke: 
Her  rifing  ftiame  adorn'd  the  words  it  broke. 

If  the  great  mailer  will  defcend  to  hear 
The  humble  feries  of  his  hand-maid's  care; 

0  !  while  ihe  tells  it,  let  him  not  put  on 
The  look,  that  awes  the  nations  from  the  throne! 
O !  let  not  death  fevere  in  glory  lie 
In  the  king's  frown,  and  terror  of  his  eye  ! 

Mine  to  obey  ;   thy  part  is  to  ordain ; 
And,  though  to  mention,  be  to  fufFer  pain, 
If  the  king  fmilc,  whilll  I  my  woes  recite  j. 
If  weeping  I  find  favour  in  his  fight ; 
Flow  fall  my  tears,  full  rifing  his  delight. 

O  I  witnefs  Earth  beneath,  and  Heaven  above! 
For  can  I  hide  it  ?  I  am  fick  of  love  : 
If  madnefs  may  the  name  of  pafiion  bear ; 
Or  love  be  call'd,  what  is  indeed  defpair. 

Thou  Sovereign  Power !  whofe  fccret  will  controlls 
The  inward  bent  and  motion  of  our  fouls! 
Why  haft  thou  plac'd  fuch  infinite  degrees 
Between  the  c?ufe  and  cure  of  my  difeafe  ? 
The  rn'ghty  object  of  that  raging  fire, 
In  which  unpity'd  Abra  m.uil  expire. 
Had  he  been-  born  fc^me  fimple  fhepherd's  heir. 
The  lowing-  herd,  or  fleecy  llieep  his  care  ; 
At  morn  with  him,  I  o'er  the  hills  had  run, 
Scornful  of  winter's  froft,  and  fummer's  fun, 
Still  afking,  where  he  made  his  flock  to  reft  at  noon 
For  him  at  night,  the  dear  expefted  gueft, 

1  had  with  hafty  joy  prepar'd  the  fcaft  j 
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And  from  the  cottage,  o'er  the  dirtant  plain. 
Sent  forth  my  longing  eye  to  meet  the  fwain ; 
Wavering,  impatient,  tofs'd  by  hope  and  fear  j        7 
'Till  he  and  joy  together  fliould  appear;  > 

And  the  lov'd  dog  declare  his  maftcr  near*  J 

On  my  declining  neck,  and  open  breail, 
I  fliould  have  luU'd  the  lovely  youth  to  reft; 
And  from  beneath  his  head,  at  dawning  day. 
With  fofteft  care  have  i'col'n  my  arm  away; 
To  rife  and  from  the  fold  releafe  the  iheep. 
Fond  of  his  flock,  indulgent  to  his  fleep. 

Or  if  kind  Heaven  propitious  to  my  flame 
(For  fure  from  Heaven  the  faithful  ardor  came) 
Had  bleft  my  life,  and  deck'd  my  natal  hour 
With  height  of  title,  and  extent  of  power: 
Without  a  (.rime  my  paffi'^n  had  afpir'd. 
Found  the  lov'd  prince,  and  told  what  I  defir'd. 
Then  I  haa  .:  );aj,  preventing  Sheba's  queen. 
To  fee  the  co-aelieil:  of  the  fons  of  men; 
To  hear  the  charming  poet's  amorous  fong. 
And  gather  honey  falling  from  his  tongue  ^ 
To  take  the  fragrant  kifles  of  his  moatli. 
Sweeter  than  breezes  of  her  native  fouth; 
Likening  his  grace,  his  perfon,  and  his  mien. 
To  all  that  great  or  beauteous  I  had  feen. 
Serene  and  bright  his  eyes,  as  folar  beams 
Reflefting  tempered  light  from  chryftal  ftreams  ; 
Ruddy  as  gold  his  cheek;  his  bofom  fair 
As  filver;  the  curi'd  ringlets  of  his  hair 

Black 
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Black,  as  the  raven's  wing;  his  lips  more  red. 
Than  eaflern  coral,  or  the  fcarlet  thread; 
Even  his  teeth,  and  white  like  a  young  flack 
Coeval,  newly  fhorn,  from  the  clear  brook 
Recent,  and  blanching  on  the  funny  rock. 
Ivory  with  fapphirs  interfpers'd,  explains 
How  white  his  hands,  how  blue  the  manly  veins. 
Columns  of  polifli'd  marble  firmly  fet 
On  golden  bafes,  are  his  legs  and  feet. 
His  ftature  all  majellic,  all  divine. 
Straight  as  the  palm-tree,  ftrong  as  is  the  pine, 
Safiron  and  myrrh  are  on  his  garments  flied  : 
And  everlafting  fweets  bloom  round  his  head. 
What  utter  I !   where  am  I?  wretched  maid  ! 
Die,  Abra,  die:  too  plainly  hail  thou  faid 
Thy  foul's  defue  to  meet  his  high  embrace. 
And  bleffings  ftamp'd  upon  thy  future  race; 
To  bid  attentive  nations  blefs  thy  womb, 
With   unborn    monarchs   charg'J,  and  Solomons   to 
come. 
Here  o'er  her  fpeech  her  flowing  eyes  prevail, 
O  foolifli  maid!  and  O  unhappy  tale! 
My  fufFering  heart  for  ever  faall  defy 
New  wounds,  and  danger  from  a  future  eye. 
O  !   yet  my  tortur'd  fenles  deep  retain 
The  wretched  memory  of  my  former  pain. 
The  dire  affront,  and  my  Egyptian  chain. 

As  time,  I  faid,   may  happily  efface 
That  cruel  image  of  the  king's  difgrace  ; 

Im.perial 
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Imperial  reafon  fhall  refume  her  feat ; 
And  Solomon  once  fall'n  again  be  great  j 
Betray'd  by  paffion,  as  fubdu'd  in  war,  ^ 

We  wifely  Ihould  exert  a  double  care,  C 

Nor  ever  ougkt  a  fccond  time  to  err.  3 

This  Abra  then 

I  favv  her;  'twas  humanity  ;   it  gave 
Some  refpite  to  the  forrows  of  my  flave. 
Her  foad  excefs  proclaim'd  her  paffion  true  j 
And  generous  pity  to  that  truth  was  due. 
Well  I  intreated  her,  who  well,  deferv'd; 
I  call'd  her  often  ;  for  flie  always  ferv'd. 
Ufe  made  her  perfon  eafy  to  my  fight ; 
And  eafe  infenfibly  produc'd  delight. 

Whene'er  I  revell'd  in  the  women's  bowers 
(For  firR  I  fought  her.  but  at  Icofer  hourj) 
The  apples  ihe  h^id  gathcr'd  fmelt  moll  iVveet: 
The  cake  Ihe  kneaded  was  tJie  favoury  meat : 
JBut  fruits  their  odour  loft,   and  meats  their  talle,    " 
If  gentle  Abra  had  not  deck'd  the  feafl. 
Diihonour'd  did  the  fparkling  goblet  Hand, 
Unlefs  receiv'd  from  gentle  Abra's  hand: 
Ar,d,  when  the  virgms  form'd  the  evening  choir, 
Raifmg  their  voices  to  the  mafler-lyre, 
Too  flat  1  thought  this  voice,  and  that  too  {hrill: 
One  fhow'd  too  much,  and  one  too  little  fkill: 
Nor  could  my  foul  approve  tJie  mufic's  tone; 
'Till  ail  was  hulh'd,  and  Abra  fung  alone. 
Fairer  Ihe  feem.'d,  diftingailh'd  from  the  reft. 
And  better  mein  difclos'd,  as  better  dj-eil:. 

A  bright 
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A  bright  Tiara,  round  her  forehead  ty'd, 
To  j after  bounds  confin'd  its  rifing  pride; 
The  blufliing  ruby  on  her  fnowy  breaft, 
Render'd  its  panting  whitenefs  more  confefs'd: 
Bracelets  of  pearl  gave  roundncfs  to  her  arm  ; 
And  every  gem  augmented  every  charm. 
Her  fcnfes  pleas'd,  her  beauty  ftill  improv'd ; 
And  fhe  more  lovely  grew,  as  more  belov'd. 

And  now  I  could  behold,  avow,   and  blame 
The  feveral  follies  of  my  former  flame; 
Willing  my  heart  for  recompence  to  prove 
The  certain  joys  that  lie  in  profperous  love. 
For  what,  fild  I,  from  A  bra  can  I  fear. 
Too  humble  to  infult,  too  foft  to  be  fevere  : 
The  damfel's  fole  ambition  is  to  pleafe: 
With  freedom  I  may  like,  and  quit  with  eafe  : 
She  fooths,  but  never  can  enthral  my  mind :  , 

Why  may  not  peace  and  love  for  once  be  joln'd  .'' 

Great  Heaven  !  how  frail  thy  creature  man  is  made ! 

How  by  hinifelf  infenfibly  betray'd ! 

In  our  ov/n  llrength  unhappily  fecure. 

Too  little  cautious  of  the  adverfe  power; 

And  by  tiie  blafi  of  feif-opinion  mov'd. 

We  wifli  to  charm,  and  feek  to  be  belov'd. 

On  pleafure's  flowing  brink  we  idly  ftray, 

Mafiers  as  yet  of  our  returning  way  ; 

Seeing  no  danger  we  difarm  our  mind. 

And  give  our  condufl  to  the  waves  and  wind: 

Then  in  the  flowery  mead,  or  verdant  fliade 

To  vvauton  dalliance  negligently  laid. 

We 
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We  weave  the  chaplet,  and  we  crown  the  bowl, 

And  fmiling  fee  the  nearer  waters  roll ; 

Till  the  ftrong  gufts  of  raging  paffion  rife: 

'Till  the  dire  tempell  mingles  earth  and  Ikies ; 

And  fwift  into  the  boundlefs  ocean  borne. 

Our  foolifh  confidence  too  late  we  mourn  : 

Round  our  devoted  heads  the  billows  beat; 

And  from  our  troubled  view  the  lefferi'd  lands  retreat* 

O  mighty  love  !  from  thy  unbounded  power 
How  fliall  the  human  bofom  reft  fecure? 
How  fliall  our  thought  avoid  the  various  fnare  ? 
Or  wifdom  to  our  caution'd  foul  declare 
The  different  Ihapes,  thou  pleafeil  to  employ. 
When  bent  to  hurt,  and  certain  to  deHroy  ? 
The  haughty  nymph  in  open  beauty  drell, 
To-day  encounters  our  unguarded  breaft: 
She  looks  with  majelly,   and  moves  with  ftate: 
Unbent  lier  foul,  and  in  misfortunes  great, 
She  fcorns  the  world,  and  dares  the  rage  of  fate. 

Here  whilft  we  take  flern  manhood  for  our  guide. 
And  guard  our  conduft  with  becoming  pride  ; 
Charm'd  with  her  courage  in  her  aftion  Ihown, 
We  praife  her  mind,  the  image  of  our  own. 
She  that  can  plcafe  is  certain  to  perfuade: 
To-day  bclov'd,  to-morrow  is  obey'd. 
We  think  we  fee  through  Reafon's  optics  right; 
Nor  find  how  Beauty's  rays  elude  our  light : 
Struck  with  her  eye,  whilft  we  applaud  her  mind  : 
And  when   we  fpeak  her  great,  we  wifti  her  kind. 
Vol.  II.  E  To-morrow, 
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To-morrow,  cruel  power !  thou  arm'Il  ths  faar 
With  flowing  forrow,  and  diflievel'd  hair; 
Sad  her  complaint,   and  humble  is  her  tale. 
Her  fighs  explaining  where  her  accents  fail. 
Here  generous  foftnefs  warms  the  honeft  breaft  : 
We  raife  the  fad,   and  fuccour  the  dillrefs'd  ; 
And  whilft  our  wifh  prepares  the  kind  relief; 
Whilft  pity  mitigates  her  rifing  grief: 
We  ficken  foon  from  her  contagious  care; 
Grieve  for  her  forrows,  groan  for  her  defpair; 
And  againft  love  too  late  thofe  bofoms  arm. 
Which  tears  can  foftcn,  and  which  fighs  can  warm, 

Againft  this  nsareft  crueleft  of  foes. 
What  lliall  wit  meditate,  or  force  oppcfe? 
Whence  feeble  nature,  fliall  we  fummon  aid; 
IF  by  our  pity,  and  our  pride  betray'd? 
External  remedy  Ihall  we  hope  to  find. 
When  the  clofe  fiend  has  gain'd  our  treacherous  mind; 
Infulting  there  does  reafon's  power  deride ; 
And  blind  himfelf,  condufls  the  dazzl'd  guide  ? 
My  conqueror  now,  my  lovely  Abra,   held 
My  freedom  in  her  chains ;  my  heart  v/as  fill'd 
With  her,  with  her  alone :  in  her  alone 
It  fought  its  peace  and  joy:   while  fhe  was  gone. 
It  figh'd,  and  griev'd,  impatient  of  her  ftay: 
Return'd,  Ihe  chas'd  thofe  fighs,  that  grief  away : 
Her  abfcnce  made  the  night :  her  prefence  brought 
the  day. 

The  ball,  the  play,  the  maik  by  turns  fucceed. 
For  her  I  make  the  foftg:  the  dance  with  her  I  lead, 

I  court 
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t  court  her  various  in  each  fhape  and  drefs. 
That  luxury  may  form,  or  thought  exprefs. 

To  day,   beneath  the  palm  tree  on  the  plains 
In  Deborah's  arms  and  habit  Abra  reigns : 
The  wreath  denoting  conquefl:  guides  her  brow  ; 
And  low,  like  Barak,  at  her  feet  I  bow. 
The  mimic  chorus  fings  her  profperous  hand  ; 
As  fhe  had  flain  the  foe,  and  fav'd  the  land. 

To-morrow  flae  approves  a  fcfter  air, 
Forfakes  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  war ; 
The  form  of  peaceful  Abigail  aflumes. 
And  from  the  village  with  the  prefent  comes : 
The  youthful  band  depofe  their  glittering  arms. 
Receive  her  bounties,  and  recite  her  charms; 
Whilfl  I  afTume  my  father's  ftep  and  mien. 
To  meet  with  due  regard  my  future  Queen. 

If  haply  Abra's  will  be  now  inclin'd 
To  range  the  woods,  or  chace  the  flying  hind; 
Soon  as  the  fun  awakes,  the  fprightly  court 
Leave  their  repofe,  and  haflen  to  the  fport. 
In  leHen'd  royalty,  and  humble  ftate, 
Thy  King,  Jerufalem,  defcends  to  wait, 
'Till  Abra  comes.    She  comes :  a  milk  white  fteed. 
Mixture  of  Perfia's  and  Arabia's  breed, 
Suftains  the  nymph:  her  garments  flying  locfe 
(As  the  Sydonian  maids,  or  Thracian  ufe) 
And  half  her  knee,  and  half  her  breaft  appear. 
By  art,  like  negligence,  difclos'd,  and  bare. 

E   2  Her 
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Her  left  hand  guides  the  hunting  courfer's  flight-5 

A  filver  bow  (he  carries  in  her  right : 

And  from  the  golden  quiver  at  her  fide, 

Pxiiftles  the  ebon  arrow's  feather'd  pride. 

Saphirs  and  diamonds  en  her  front  difplay 

An  artificial  moon's  increafmg  ray. 

Diana,  huntrefs,  miftrefs  of  the  groves. 

The  favorite  Abra  fpeaks,  and  looks,  and  moves^ 

Her,  as  the  prefent  goddefs,  I  obey : 

Beneath  her  feet  the  captive  game  I  lay^ 

The  ming-l'd  chorus  fmgs  Diana's  fame  : 

Clarions  and  horns  in  louder  peals  proclaim 

Her  myftic  praife:  the  vocal  triumphs  bound 

Againft  the  hills  :  the  hills  relied  the  found. 

If,  tir'd  this  evening  witli  the  hunted  woods. 
To  the  large  filh  .pools,  or  the  glafTy  floods. 
Her  mind  to-morrow  points  j   a  thoufand  hands 
To-night- employ'd,  obey  thf  kind's  commands^ 
Upon  the  watery  beach  an  artful  pile 
Of  planks  is  joi.n'd,  and  forms  a  moving  ifle: 
A  golden  chariot  in  the  midll  is  fet; 
And  filver  cygnets  feem  to  feel  its  weight. 
Abra,  bright  queen,  afcends  her  gaudy  throne^ 
In  femblance  of  the  Grsecian  Venus  known: 
Tritons  and  fea-green  Naiads  round  her  move; 
And  fing  in  mpving  ftrains  the  force  of  love : 
Whilft  as  th'  approaching  pageant  does  appear. 
And  echoing  crouds  fpeak  mighty  Venus  near; 

I,  hc-r 
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'I,  her  adorer,  too  devoutly  frand 
Fall  on  the  utmoft  margin  of  the  land. 
With  arms  and  hopes  extended,  to  receive 
The  fancy'd  goddefs  rifing  from  the  vv^ave. 

O  fubjcft  Reafon !   O  imperious  Love! 
Whither  yet  further  would  my  folly  rove  ? 
Is  it  enough  that  Abra  Ihould  be  great 
•In  the  wall'd  palace,  or  the  rural  feat? 
That  mafking  habits,  and  a  borrow'd  name 
Contrive  to  hide  my  plenitude  of  Ihame  ? 
No,  no  :  Jerufalem  combin'd  muft  fee 
My  open  fault,  and  regal  infamy. 
Solemn  a  m.onth  is  dellin'd  for  the  feafl: 
Abra  invites :  the  nation  is  the  gueft. 
To  have  the  honour  of  each  day  fuftain'd. 
The  woods  are  travers'd :  and  the  lakes  are  drain'd: 
Arabia's  wilds,  and  Egypt's  are  explor'd: 
The  edible  creation  decks  the  board : 

Hardly  the  Phenix  'fcapes 

The  men  their  lyres,   the  maids  their  voices  raife. 
To  fmg  my  happinefs,  and  Abra's  praife. 
And  flaviih  bards  our  mutual  loves  rehearfe 
In  lying  ftrains,  and  ignominious  verfe: 
While,   from  the  banquet  leading  fcr/th  the  bride^ 
Whom  prudent  love  from  publick  eyes  fhould  hide; 
I  flie'v/  her  to  the  world,  confefs'd  and  known 
=Queen  of  my  heart,  and  partner  of  my  throne. 

Ji  3  An4 
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Her  left  hand  guides  the  hunting  courfer's  Bights 

A  filver  bow  Ihe  carries  in  her  right : 

And  from  the  golden  quiver  at  her  fide, 

Ru files  the  ebon  arrow's  feather'd  pride. 

Saphirs  and  diamonds  pn  her  front  difplay 

An  artificial  moon's  increafmg  ray. 

Diana,  huntrefs,  miftrefs  of  the. groves. 

The  favorite  Abra  fpeaks,,  and  looks,  and  moyes^ 

Her,  as  the  prefent  goddefs,  I  obey: 

Beneath  her  feet  the  captive  game  I  lay. 

The  ming-l'd  chorus  fmgs  Diana's  fame  : 

Clarions  and  horns  in  louder  peals  proclaim 

Her  myftic  praife:  the  vocal  triumphs  bound 

Againft  the  hills:  the  hills  refled  the  found. 

If,  tir'd  this  evening  with  the  hunted  vvocdj^ 
To  the  large  filh: .pools,  or  the  glaffy  floods. 
Her  mind  to-morrow  points  j   a  thoufand  hands 
To-night- employ 'd,  obey  the  kind's  commands ~ 
Upon  tiie  vv'atery  beach  an  artful  pile 
Of  planks  is  joi.a'd,  and  forms  a  moving  ille : 
A  golden  chariot  in  the  midli  is  fet; 
And  filver  cygnets  feem  to  feelits  weight. 
Abra,  bright  queen,  afcends  her  gaudy  thronC;. 
In  femblance  of  the  Grsecian  Venus  known: 
Tritons  and  fea-green  Naiads  round  her  move;. 
And  -Qng  in  moving  ftrains  the  force  of  love : 
Whilil  as  th'  approaciiing  pageant  does  appear. 
And  echoing  crouds  fpeak  mighty  Venus  near; 
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J,  her  adorer,  too  devoutly  frand 
Fall  on  the  utmoft  margin  of  the  land. 
With  arms  and  hopes  extended,  to  receive 
The  fancy'd  goddefs  rifing  from  the  wave. 

O  fubjecl  Reafon!   O  imperious  Love! 
Whither  yet  further  would  my  folly  rove? 
Is  it  enough  that  Abra  fhould  be  great 
•In  the  vvall'd  palace,  or  the  rural  feat? 
That  mafking  habits,  and  a  borrow'd  name 
Contrive  to  hide  my  plenitude  of  fhame? 
No,  no:  Jerufalem  combin'd  mufl  fee 
My  open  fault,  and  regal  infamy. 
Solemn  a  month  is  deftin'd  for  the  feafl: 
Abra  invites:  the  nation  is  the  gueft. 
To  have  the  honour  of  each  day  fuftain'd. 
The  woods  are  travers'd:  and  the  lakes  are  drain'd: 
Arabia's  wilds,  and  Egypt's  are  explor'd; 
The  edible  creation  decks  the  board ; 

Hardly  the  Phenix  'fcapes ■ 

The  men  their  lyres,   the  maids  their  voices  raife.. 
To  fmg  my  happinefs,  and  Abra's  praife. 
And  flaviili  bards  our  mutual  loves  rehearfe 
In  lying  ftrains,  and  ignominious  verfe : 
While,   from  the  banquet  leading  forth  the  bride,. 
Whom  prudent  love  from  publick  eyes  fliould  hidej 
I  fliew  her  to  the  world,  confefs'd  and  known 
=Queen  of  my  heart,  and  partner  of  ray  throne. 

E  3  An4 
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Or  nodded,  threatening  ruin — 


Half  pillars  wanted  their  expected  height; 
And  roofs  imperfeft  prejudic'd  the  fight. 
The  artiflis  grieve ;  the  laboring  people  droop  . 
My  father's  legacy,  my  country's  hope, 
God's  temples  lie  unfinifh'd 

The  wife  and  grave  deplor'd  their  monarch's  fate^ 
And  future  mifchiefs  of  a  finking  ftate. 
Is  this,  the  ferious  faid,  is  this  the  man, 
Whofe  a^ive  foul  thro'  every  fcience  ran? 
Who,   by  jull  rule  and  elevated  fkill 
Prefcrib'd  the  dubious  bounds  of  good  and  ill? 
Whofe  golden  fayings,  and  immortal  wiit, 
On  large  Phyladleries  expreffive  writ, 
Were  to  the  forehead  of  the  Rabbins  ty'd, 
Oiir  youth's  inftruction,  and  our  age's  pride? 
Could  not  the  wife  his  wild  defires  reftrain  ? 
Then  was  our  hearing,  and  his  preaching  vain ! 
What  from,  his  life  and  letters  were  v/e  taught. 
But  that  his  knowledge  aggrava.tes  his  fault? 

In  lighter  m.ood  the  humorous  and  the  gay 
(As  crown'd  with  rofes  at  their  feafts  they  lay) 
Sent  the  full  goblet,  charg'd  with  Abra's  name, 
And  charms  fuperior  to  their  mafter's  fame : 
Laughing,  fome  praife  the  king,  who  let  'em  fee, 
How  aptly  luxe  and  empire  might  agree: 
Som.e  glofs'd,  how  love  and  v/ifdom  were  at  ftrifej 
And  brought  my  proverbs  to  confront  my  life. 

However, 
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However,  friend,  here's  to  the  king,  one  cries: 

To  him  who  was  the  Icing,  the  friend  replies. 

The  king,  for  Judah's,  and  for  wifdom's  curfe. 

To  Abra  yields:  could  I,  or  thou  do  worfe? 

Our  loofer  lives  let  chance  or  folly  fteer: 

If  thus  the  prudent  and  determin'd  err. 

Let  Dinah  bind  with  flowers  her  flowing  hair. 

And  touch  the  lute,  and  found  the  wanton  air: 

Let  us  the  blifs  without  the  fling  receive. 

Free,  as  we  will,  or  to  enjoy,  or  leave. 

Pleafures  on  levity's  fmooth  furface  flow : 

Thought  brings  the  weight,  that  finks  the  foul  to  woe. 

Now  be  this  maxim  to  the  king  convey'd. 

And  added  to  the  thoufand  he  has  made. 

Sadly,  O  Reafon,  is  thy  power  exprefs'd. 
Thou  gloomy  tyrant  of  the  frighted  breaft! 
And  harfh  the  rules,  v/hich  we  from  theereceive. 
If  for  our  wifdom  we  our  pleafure  give ; 
And  more  to  think  be  only  more  to  grieve. 
If  Judah's  king  at  thy  tribunal  try'd, 
Forfakes  his  joy,  to  vindicate  his  pride  ; 
And  changing  forrows,  I  am  only  found 
Loos'd  from  the  chains  of  love,  in  thine  more  ftridlly 
bound ! 
But  do  I  call  thee  tyrant,  or  complain, 
How  hard  thy  laws,  how  abfolute  thy  reign? 
While  thou,  alas !  art  but  an  empty  name. 
To  no  two  men,  who  e'er  difcours'd,  the  fame; 
The  idle  produd  of  a  troubled  thought. 
In  borrov/'d  Ihapes,  and  airy  colours  wrought; 

A  fancy'd 
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A  fa-ncy'd  line,  and  a  refie£led  fhade  ; 

A  chain  which  man  to  fetter  man  has  made ; 

By  artifice  impos'd,   by  fear  obey'd. 

Yet,  wretched  name,  or  arbitrary  thing, 
Whence  ever  I  thy  cruel  eflence  bring, 
I  own  thy  influence;  for  I  feel  thy  fling. 
Reluftant  I  perceive  thee  in  my  foul, 
Form'd  to  command,  and  delHn'd  to  controul. 
Yes;  thy  infuking  dictates  fhall  be  heard  : 
Virtue  for  once  fliall  be  her  own  reward : 
Yes;  rebel  Ifrael,   this  unhappy  maid 
Shall  be  difmifs'd :   the  crowd  Ihall  be  obey'd : 
The  king  his  paflion,  and  his  rule  fhall  leave. 
No  longer  Abra's,  but  the  people's  flave. 
My  coward  foul  fhall  bear  its  wayward  fate : 
I  will,  alas !  be  wretched,  to  be  great. 
And  figh  in  royalty,  and  grieve  in  flate. 

T  faid:  refolv'd  to  plunge  into  my  grief 
At  once  fo  far,  as  to  expert  relief 

From  my  defpair  alone - 

I  chofe  to  write  the  thing  I  durfl  not  fpeak. 
To  her  I  lov'd,  to  her  I  mufl  forfake. 
The  harfh  epiflle  labour'd  much  to  prove, 
Hov/  inconfiftent  Majefly,  and  Love. 
I  always  fhould,  it  fixid,  efleem  her  well ; 
But  never  fee  her  more:  it  bid  her  feel 
No  future  pain  for  me;  but  inflant  wed 
A  lover  more  proportion'd  to  her  bed; 
And  quiet  dedicate  her  remnant  life 
To  the  jull  duties  of  an  humble  wife. 
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She  read ;  and  forth  to  me  flie  wildly  ran. 
To  me,  the  eafe  of  all  her  former  pain. 
She  kneel'd,  intreated,  ftruggl'd,  threaten'd,  cry'd. 
And  with  alternate  paffion  liv'd,  and  dy'd  : 
^Till,  new,  deny'd  the  liberty  to  mourn. 
And  by  rude  fury  from  my  prefence  torn. 
This  only  objedl  of  my  real  care. 
Cut  off  from  hope,  abandon'd  to  defpair. 
In  fome  few  polling  fatal  hours  is  hurl'd 
From  wealth,  from  power,  from  love,  and  from  the 
world. 
Here  tell  me,  if  thou  dar'll,  my  confcious  foul. 
What  different  forrows  did  within  thee  roll  ? 
What  pangs,  what  fires,  what  racks  didft  thou  fuftain- 
What  fad  viciffitudes  of  fmarting  pain  ? 
How  oft  from  pomp  and  ilate  did  I  remove. 
To  feed  defpair,  and  cherilh  hopelefs  love  ? 
How  oft,  all  day,  recall'd  I  Abra's  charms. 
Her  beauties  prefs'd,  and  panting  in  my  arms? 
How  oft,  with  fighs,  viev/'d  every  female  face. 
Where  mimic  fancy  might  her  likenefs  trace? 
How  oft  defired  to  fly  from  Ifrael's  throne. 
And  live  in  fhades  with  her  and  Love  alone  ? 
How  oft,  all  night,  purfued  her  in  my  dreams. 
O'er  flowery  vallies,  and  thro'  cryftal  ftreams; 
And  waking,  viewed  with  grief  the  rifing  fun. 
And  fondly  mourned  the  dear  delufion  gone? 

When  thus  thegathered  ftorms  of  wretched  Love, 
In  my  fwoln  bofom,  with  long  war  had  llrove ; 
At  length  they  broke  their  bounds :  at  length  their  force 
fore  down  whatever  met  its  ftronger  courfe: 

Lay'd 
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Lay'd  all  the  civil  bonds  of  manhood  waiie 
And  fcatier'd  ruin  as  the  torrent  paft. 

So  from  the  hills,  whofe  hollow  caves  contain 
The  congregated  fnow,  and  fwelling  rain ; 
'Till  the  full  ftores  their  antient  bounds  difdain 
Precipitate  the  furious  torrent  flows  : 
In  vain  would  fpeed  avoid,  or  llrength  oppofe ; 
Towns, forefts,  herds,  and  men  promifcuous  drown'd. 
With  one  great  death  deform  the  dreary  groun 
The  echo'd  woes  from  dlftant  rocks  refound 

And  now,  what  impious  ways  my  wifhes  took; 
How  they  the  monarch,  and  the  man  forfook; 
And  how  I  followed  an  abandoned  will, 
Thro'  crooked  paths,  and  fad  retreats  of  ill ; 
How  Judah's  daughters  now,  now  foreign  flaves. 
By  turns  my  proftituted  bed  receives  : 
Through  tribes  of  women  how  I  loofely  rang'd 
Impatient;  liked  to-night,  to-morrow  chang'd  ; 
And,  by  the  inftind  of  capricious  lull, 
Enjoyed,  difdained,  was  grateful,  or  unjuft: 
O,  be  thefe  fcenes  from  human  eyes  conceal'd. 
In  clouds  of  decent  filence  jullly  veil'd! 
O,  be  the  wanton  images  convey'd 
To  black  oblivion,  and  eternal  fliade  ! 
Or  let  their  fad  Epitome  alone. 
And  outward  lines,   to  future  age  be  known, 
Enough  to  propagate  the  fure  belief. 
That  vice  engender,   (hame;  and  folly  broods  o'er 
grief. 

Buryed 
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Buryed  in  floth,  and  loft  in  eafe  I  lay: 
The  night  I  revelled ;  and  I  flept  the  day. 
New  heaps  of  fewel  damped  my  kindling  fires; 
And  daily  change  extinguilh'd  young  defires. 
By  its  own  force  deltroy'd,  fruition  ceas'd; 
And,  always  weary'd,  I  was  never  pleas'd. 
No  longer  now  does  my  neglefted  mind         * 
Its  wonted  ftores,  and  old  Ideas  find. 
Fix'd  judgment  there  no  longer  does  abide. 
To  take  the  true,  or  fet  the  falfe  aiide. 
No  longer  does  fwift  memory  trace  the  cells,. 
Where  fpringing  wit,  or  young  invention  dwells,. 
Frequent  debauch  to  habitude  prevails : 
Patience  of  toil,  and  love  of  virtue  fails. 
By  fad  degrees  impaired  my  vigour  dies  j 
*TiIl  I  command  no  longer  e'en  in  vice. 

The  women  on  my  dotage  build  their  fway  : 
They  aik  ;  I  grant:  they  threaten;  I  obey. 
In  regal  garments  now  I  gravely  ftride, 
Aw'd  by  the  Perfian  damfef's  haughty  pride. 
Now  with  the  loofer  Syrian  dance,  and  fing. 
In  robes  tuck'd  up,  opprobrious  to  the  king. 

Charm'd  by  their  eyes,  their  manners  I  acquire. 
And  fhape  my  foolifhnefs  to  their  defire. 
Seduced  and  awed  by  the-  PhiliiHne  dame. 
At  Dagon's  Ihrine  I  kindle  impious  flame. 
With  the  Chaldean's  charms  her  rites  prevail  j 
And  curling  frankincenfe  afcends  to  Baal. 
To  each  new  harlot  I  new  altars  drefs; 
And  ferve  her  God,  whofe  perfon  I  carefj. 

Where, 
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Where,  my  deluded  lenfe,  was  Reafon  flown  ? 
Where  the  high  majefty  of  David's  throne? 
Where  all  the  maxims  of  eternal  truth, 

With  which  the  living  God  inform'd  my  youth?  • 

When  with  the  lewd  Egyptian  I  adore  1 

Vain  idols,  deities  that  ne'er  before  i 

In  Ifrael's  land  had  fix'd  their  dire  abodes,  I 

Beaftly  divinities,  and  droves  of  Gods: 
Ofiris,  Apis,  powers  that  chew  the  cud. 
And  dog  Anubis,  flatterer  for  his  food  ; 

When  in  the  woody  hills  forbidden  fliade  i 

I  carv'd  the  marble,  and  invok'd  its  aid  :  1 

When  in  the  fens  to  fnakes  and  flies,  with  zeal  j 

Unworthy  human  thought,  I  proftrate  fell ;  j 

To  flirubs  and  plants  my  vile  devotion  paid ;  ;! 

And  fet  the  bearded  leek,  to  which  I  pray'd:  \ 

When  to  all  beings  facred  rites  were  given  ;  \ 

Forgot  the  arbiter  of  earth  and  heaven.  1 

Through  thefe  fad  fliades,  this  Chaos  in  my  foul,  j 

Some  feeds  of  light  at  length  began  to  roll.  ; 

The  riling  motion  of  an  infant  ray  ■ 

Shot  glimmering  thro'  the  cloud,  and  promls'd  day 
And  now,   one  moment  able  to  refleft, 
I  found  the  king  abandoned  to  negledl, 
Seen  without  awe,  and  ferved  without  refpefl. 
I  found  my  fubjefts  amicably  join, 
To  leflTen  their  defefts  by  citing  mine. 
The  prieft  with  pity  prayed  for  David's  race ; 
And  left  his  text,  to  dwell  on  my  difgrace. 

The 
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The  father,  whilfl  he  warn'd  his  erring  foil. 
To  fad  examples  which  he  ought  to  fhun, 
Defcrib'd  and  only  named  not  Solomon. 
Each  bard,  each  fire  did  to  his  pupil  fing, 
A  wife  child  better  than  a  foolifh  king. 

Into  myfelf  my  reafon's  eye  I  turn'd ; 
And  as  I  much  refledled,  much  I  mourn'd, 
A  mighty  king  I  am,  an  earthly  God  : 
Nations  obey  my  word,  and  wait  my  nod ; 
I  raife  or  fink,  imprifon  or  fet  free ; 
And  life  or  death  depends  on  my  decree. 
Fond  the  Idea,  and  the  thought  is  vain  : 
O'er  Judah's  king  ten  thoufand  tyrants  reign; 
Legions  of  luft,  and  various  powers  of  ill 
Infult  the  matter's  tributary  will: 
And  he,  from  whom  the  nations  fhould  receive 
Juftice  and  freedom,  lies  himfelf  a  flave, 
Tortur'd  by  cruel  change  of  wild  defires, 
Lafhed  by  mad  rage,  and  fcorched  by  brutal  fires, 

O  Reafon !  once  again  to  thee  I  call : 
Accept  my  forrow,  and  retrieve  my  fall. 
Wifdom,  thou  fay'Il,  from  Heaven  received  her  birth; 
Her  beams  tranfmitted  to  the  fubjeft  earth: 
Yet  this  great  emprefs  of  the  human  foul 
Does  only  with  imagin'd  power  controul  ; 
If  reftlefs  paffion  by  rebellious  fway 
Compels  the  weak  ufurper  to  obey. 

O  troubled,   v/eak,  and  coward,  as  thou  art  I 
Without  thy  poor  advice  the  laboring  heart 
To  worfe  extremes  with  fwifter  fi:eps  would  run. 
Not  faved  by  virtue,  yet  by  vice  undone. 

Oft 
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Oft  have  I  faid ;  the  praife  of  doing  well 
Is  to  the  ear,  as  ointment  to  the  fmell. 
Now,   if  fome  flies  perchance,  however  fmal!. 
Into  the  alabafter  urn  fhou'd  fall  ; 
The  odours  of  the  fweets  inclofed,  would  die ; 
And  flench  corrupt  (fad  change!)  their  place  fupply. 
So  the  leafl:  faults,  if  mixed  with  faireil  deed. 
Of  future  ill  become  the  fatal  feed : 
Into  the  balm  of  pureft  virtue  caft, 
Annoy  all  life  w:ith  one  contagious  blaft. 

Loft  Solomon !  purfue  this  thought  no  more  : 
Of  thy  paft  errors  recolleft  the  ftore  : 
And  filent  weep,  that  while  the  deathlefs  Mufe 
Shall  fing  the  juft,  fhall  o'er  their  heads  difFufe 
Perfumes  with  laviih  hand  ;  fne  fhall  proclaim 
Thy  crimes  alone;   and  to  thy  evil  fame 
Impartial,  fcatter  damps  andpolfons  on  thy  name 

Awaking  therefore,  as  who  long  had  dream'd. 
Much  of  my  women,  and  their  Gods  alliam'd ; 
From  this  abyfs  of  exemplary  vice 
Rcfolved,  as  time  might  aid  my  thought,  to  rife; 
Again  I  bid  the  mournful  Goddefs  write 
The  fond  purfuit  of  fugitive  delight: 
Bid  her  exalt  her  melancholy  wing. 
And,  raifcd  from  earth,  and  fav'd  from  pafuon,  fing 
Of  human  hope  by  crofs  event  deftroy'd. 
Of  ufelefs  wealth,  and  greatnefs  unenjoy'd. 
Of  luft  and  love,  with  their  fantaftic  train, 
Their  wifhes,  fmiles,  and  looks  deceitful,  all  and  vain 
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Or  ever  the  {liver  cord  be  loofed,  or  the  golden 
bowl  be  broken,  or  the  pitcher  be  broken  at  the 
fountain,  or  the  wheel  broken  at  the  ciftern. 
Ecclefiaftes,  chap.  xii.  verf.  6. 

The  fun  arifeth,  and  the  fun  goeth  dov/n,  and 
hafteth  to  his  place  where  he  arofe.  Eccleliaftes, 
chap.  I.  verf.  5. 

The  wind  goeth  towards  the  fouth,  and  turneth 
about  unto  the  north.  It  whirleth  about  conti- 
nually; and  the  wind  returneth  again,  according 
to  his  circuit.     Verf.  6. 

All  the  rivers  run  into  the  fea :  yet  the  fea  Is  not 
full.  Unto  the  place  from  whence  the  rivers 
come,  thither  they  return  again.     Veri^.  7. 

Then  fliall  the  duft  return  to  the  earth,  as  it  was : 
and  the  fpirt  ihall  return  unto  God  who  gave  it>, 
Ecclefiaftes,  chap.  xii.   verf.  7. 
Vol.  II,  F  Now 
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Now  when  Solomon  had  made  an  end  of  praylfig, 
the  fire  came  down  from  Heaven,  and  confumed 
the  burnt-offering,  and  the  facrifices;  and  the 
glory  of  the  Lord  filled  the  houfe.  II.  Chro- 
nicles, chap.  vii.  verf.  i. 

By  the  rivers  of  Babylon,  there  we  fat  down ;  yea 
we  wept,  when  we  remembered  Sion,  &c.  Pfalm 
cxxxvii.  verf.  i. 

I  faid  of  laughter,  it  is  mad;  and  of  mirth,  what 
doth  it?  Ecclefiaftes,  chap.  ii.  verfe  2. 

No  man  can  find  out  the  work  that  God  maketh, 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  Ecclefialles, 
chap.  iii.  verf.  1 1. 

Whatfcever  God  doth,  it  (hall  be  for  ever;  nothing- 
can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any  thing  taken  from  it: 
and  God  doeth  it,  that  men  fhould  fear  before 
him.     Verf.  14. 

Let  us  hear  the  conclufion  of  the  whole  matter; 
Fear  God  and  keep  his  Commandments;  for  this 
is  the  whole  duty  of  man.  Ecclefiailes,  chap, 
xii.  Verf.  13. 
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THE       ARGUMENT. 

Solomon  confiders  man  through  the  feveral  ftages 
and  conditions  of  life;  and  concludes  in  general, 
that  we  are  all  miferable.  He  refledts  more  par- 
ticularly upon  the  trouble  and  uncertainty  of 
greatnefs  and  power ;  gives  fome  inftances  thereof 
from  Adam  down  to  himfelf ;  and  ftill  concludes 
that  all  is  Vanity.  He  reafons  again  upon  life, 
death,  and  a  future  being ;  finds  human  wifdom 
too  imperfedl  to  refolve  his  doubts ;  has  recourfe 
to  religion ;  is  informed  by  an  Angel,  what  fhall 
happen  to  himfelf,  his  family,  and  his  kingdom, 
'till  the  redemption  of  Ifrael :  and,  upon  the 
whole,  refolves  to  fubmit  his  enquiries  and  anxie- 
ties to  the  will  of  his  Creator. 

\^  O  M  E  then,  my  foul ;  I  call  thee  by  that  name. 
Thou  bufy  thing,  from  whence  I  know  I  am; 
For,   knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  thou  art; 
Since  that  mud  needs  exift,  which  can  impart. 

F  2  But 


68  POEMS         OF 

But  how  cam'fl.  thou  to  be,  or  whence  thy  fpring? 
For  various  of  thee  priefts  and  poets  fing. 

Hear'ft  thou  fubmiiTivc:  but  a  lowly  birth, 
Some  feparate  particles  of  finer  earth, 
A  plain  effeft  which  nature  muft  beget. 
As  motion  orders,  and  as  atoms  meet; 
Companion  of  the  body's  good  or  ill ; 
From  force  of  inllinft  more  thai)  choice  of  will; 
Confcious  of  fear  or  valour,  joy  or  pain. 
As  the  wild  courfes  of  the  blood  ordain ; 
Who  as  degrees  of  heat  and  cold  prevail. 
In  youth  doft  flourifli,  and  with  age  fhalt  fail ; 
'Till  mingled  with  thy  partner's  latell  breath 
Thou  fly'ft  diffolv'd  in  air,  and  loll  in  death. 

Or  if  thy  great  exiftence  would  afpire 
To  caufes  more  fublime ;  of  heavenly  fire 
Wer't  thou  a  fpark  ftruck  off,  a  feparate  ray, 
Ordain'd  to  mingle  v/ith  terrelbial  clay? 
With  it  conderan'd  for  certain  years  to  dwell. 
To  grieve  its  frailties,  and  its  pains  to  feel; 
To  teacji  it  good  and  ill,  difgrace  or  fame ; 
Pale  it  with  rage,  or  redden  it  with  Ihame  ; 
To  guide  its  actions  with  informing  care, 
In  peace  to  judge,  to  conquer  in  the  war; 
Render  it  agile,  witty,  valiant,   fage. 
As  fits  the  various  courfe  of  human  age; 
'Till,   as  the  earthly  part  decays  and  falls. 
The  captive  breaks  her  prifon's  mouldering  walls ; 
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Hovers  a-while  upon  tho  fad  remains. 
Which  now  the  pile,  or  fepulchre  contains  ; 
And  thence  with  liberty  unbonnded  flies. 
Impatient  to  regain  her  native  fkies. 

Whate'er  thou  art,  where-e'er  ordain'd  to  go 
(Points  which  we  rather  may  difpute,  than  know) 
Come  on,  thou  little  inmate  of  this  breaft. 
Which  for  thy  fake  from  paffions  I  dived: 
For  thefe,  thou  fay'ft,  raife  all  the  ftorniy  ftrifc. 
Which  hinder  thy  repofe,  and  trouble  life. 
Be  the  fair  level  of  thy  adlions  laid. 
As  temperance  wills,  and  prudence  may  perfuade: 
Be  thy  afFeiftions  undifturb'd  and  clear. 
Guided  to  what  may  great  or  good  appear; 
And  try  if  life  be  worth  the  liver's  care. 

Amafs'd  in  man,  there  juflly  is  beheld 
What  thro'  the  whole  creation  has  exccirJ: 
The  life  and  growth  of  plants,  of  beafts  the  ienfe. 
The  angel's  forecaft  and  intelligence ; 
Say  from  thefe  glorious  feeds  what  harvefl;  flows: 
Recount  our  bleflings,  and  compare  our  woes. 
In  its  true  light  let  cleareiL  reafcm  fee 
The  man  dragg'd  out  to  a<£l,  and  forc'd  to  be; 
Helplefs  and  naked  on  a  woman's  knees 
To  be  expos'd  or  rear'd  as  fhe  may  pleafe  ; 
Feel  her  negleft,  and  pine  from  her  difeafe. 
His  tender  eye  by  too  diredl  a  ray 
V/ounded,  and  flying  from  unpradlis'd  dayj 
His  heart  affaulted  by  invading  air. 
And  beating  fervent  to  the  vital  war; 
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To  his  young  fenfe  how  various  forms  appear. 
That  ftrike  his  wonder,  and  excite  his  fear. 
By  his  diftortions  he  reveals  his  pains ; 
He  by  his  tears,  and  by  his  fighs  complains ; 
'Till  time  and  ufe  aflift  the  infant  wretch, 
By  broken  words,  and  rudiments  of  fpeech. 
His  wants  in  plainer  charafters  to  fhow. 
And  paint  more  perfeft  figures  of  his  woe ; 
Condemn'd  to  facrifice  his  childifh  years 
To  babling  ignorance,  and  to  empty  fears ; 
To  pafs  the  riper  period  of  his  age, 
Afting  his  part  upon  a  crowded  llage; 
To  lafting  toils  expos'd,  and  endlefs  cares. 
To  open  dangers,  and  to  fecret  fnares; 
To  malice  which  the  vengeful  foe  intends. 
And  the  more  dangerous  love  of  feeming  friends. 
His  deeds  examin'd  by  the  people's  will. 
Prone  to  forget  the  good,  and  blame  the  ill: 
Or  fadly  cenfur'd  in  their  curs'd  debate,  '^ 

Who,   in  the  fcorner's,  or  the  judge's  feat  > 

Dare  to  condemn  the  virtue  which  they  hate.  3 

Or  would  he  rather  leave  this  frantic  fcene ; 
And  trees  and  beafts  prefer  to  courts  and  men ; 
In  the  remoteft  wood  and  lonely  grot  -\ 

Certain  to  meet  that  worft  of  evils,  thought;  > 

Different  Ideas  to  his  tnemory  brought:  J 

Some  intricate,  as  are  the  pathlefs  woods; 
Impetuous  fome,  as  the  defcending  floods : 
With  anxious  doubts,  with  raging  paffions  torn. 
No  fweet  companion  near,  with  whom  to  mourn  ; 

He 
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He  hears  the  echoing  rock  returns  his  fighsj 
And  fc-om  himfelf  the  frighted  hermit  flies. 

Thus,  through  what  path  foe'er  of  life  we  rove, 
Rage  companies  our  hate,  and  grief  our  love: 
A^ex'd  with  the  prefent  moment's  heavy  gloom. 
Why  feek  we  brightnefs  from  the  years  to  come? 
Diiturb'd  and  broken  like  a  fick  man's  fleep. 
Our  troubled  thoughts  to  diftant  profpeds  leap  : 
Defirous  ftill  what  flies  us  to  o'ertake: 
For  hope  is  but  the  dream  of  thofe  that  wake : 
But,   looking  back,  we  fee  the  dreadful  train 
Of  woes,   a-new  which  were  we  to  fuftain. 
We  fnould  refufe  to  tread  the  path  again. 
Still  adding  grief,  ftill  counting  from  the  firft; 
Judging  the  lateft  evils  ftill  the  worft  ; 
And,    fadly  finding  each  progreflive  hour 
Heighten  their  number,   and  augment  their  power  : 
'Till,   by  oue  countlefs  fum  of  woes  opprcii:. 
Hoary  with  eares,  and  ignorant  of  reft. 
We  fi.nd  the  vital  fprings  relax'd  and  worn  : 
Compell'd  our  common  impotence  to  mourn. 
Thus,  thro'  the  round  of  age,  to  childhood  we  return  j 
Reflcfting  find,  that  naked  from  the  womb 
We  yefterday  came  fortli  ;  that  in  the  tomb 
Naked  again  we  muft  to-morrov/  lie. 
Born  to  lament,  to  labour,   and  to  die. 

Pafs  we  the  ills,  which  each  man  feels  or  dreads, 
The  v/eight  or  fallen,  or  hanging  o'er  our  heads; 
The  bear,  the  lion,  terrors  of  the  plain, 
Th£  fheepfold  fcatter'd,  and  the  ihepherd  flain; 
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The  frequent  errors  of  the  pathlefs  wood, 

The  giddy  precipice,  and  the  dangerous  flood: 

The  noifcm  peftilenee,  that  in  open  war 

Teuible,  marches  thro'  the  mid-day  air. 

And  fcatters  death ;  the  arrow  that  by  night 

Cuts  the  dank  mift,  and  fatal  wings  its  flight; 

The  billowing  fnow,  and  violence  of  the  ihower, 

That  from  the  hills  difperfe  their  dreadful  ftore. 

And  o'er  the  vales  collefled  ruin  pour; 

The  u'orm  that  gnaws  the  ripening  fruit,  fad  gueft. 

Canker  or  locuft  hurtful  to  infefl: 

The  blade;  while  huflcs  elude  the  tiller's  care. 

And  eminence  of  want  diftinguifaes  the  year. 

Pafs  we  the  flow  difeafe,  and  fubtil  pain. 
Which  our  weak  frame  is  deftin'd  to  fullain; 
The  cruel  ftone,  v/ith  congregated  war 
Tearing  his  bloody  way  ?  the  cold  catarrh, 
V/ith  frequent  impulfe,  and  continu'd  ftrife, 
Weakening  the  wailed  feats  of  irkfome  life ; 
The  gout's  fierce  rack,  the  burning  fever's  rage. 
The  fad  experience  of  decay ;  and  age, 
Herfclf  the  foreft  ill;   while  death,  and  cafe. 
Oft  and  in  vain  invok'd,  or  to  appeafe. 
Or  end  the  grief,  with  hafty  wings  recede 
From  the  vext  patient,  and  the  fickly  bed. 

Nought  fliall  it  profit,   that  the  charming  fair. 
Angelic,  fofteft  work  of  Heaven,  draws  near 
To  the  cold  Ihaking  paralytick  hand, 
Senfelefs  of  Beauty's  touch,  ot  Love's  rommand, 

Nor 
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Nor  longer  apt,  or  able  to  falfill 

The  didlates  of  its  feeble  mailer's  will. 

Nought  fliall  the  pfaltry,  and  the  harp  avail. 
The  pleafing  fong,  Or  well  repeated  tale; 
When  the  quick  fpirits  tlie'r  warm  march  forbear; 
And  numbing  coldnefs  has  uubrac'd  the  ear. 

The  verdant  rifmg  of  the  flowery  hill. 
The  vale  enaniell'd,  and  the  cryflal  rill. 
The  ocean  rolling,  and  the  family  fliore. 
Beautiful  objetls,  ihall  delight  no  more; 
When  the  lax'd  finews  of  the  weaken'd  eye 
In  watery  damps,  or  dim  fufFufion  lie. 
Day  follows  night;   the  clouds  return  again 
After  the  falling  of  the  latter  rain: 
But  to  the  aged-blind  Ihall  ne'er  return 
Grateful  viciiTitude:  he  ftill  muft  mourn 
The  fun,  and  moon,  and  every  ftarry  light 
Eclips'd  to  him,  and  loft  in  everlafting  night. 

Behold  where  Age's  wretched  viftim  lies : 
See  his  head  trq^nbling,  and  his  half-clos'd  eyes: 
Frequent  for  oreath  his  panting  bofom  heaves :        -\ 
To  brok^'x  flcep  his  remnant  fenfe  he  gives ;  J. 

And  op^.y  by  his  pains,  awaking,  finds  he  lives;      J 

I^6s'd  by  devouring  Time  the  filver  cord 
P'iliever'd  lies  :  unhonour'd  from  the  board 
The  cryftal  urn,  when  broken,  is  thrown  by ; 
And  apter  utenfils  their  place  fupply. 
Thefc  things  and  thou  muft  Ihare  one  equal  lot; 
Die,  and  be  loft,  corrupt  and  be  forgot ; 
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While  ftUI  another,  and  another  race 
Shall  now  fupply,  and  now  give  up  the  place  : 
From  earth  all  came,  to  earth  muft  all  return ; 
Frail  as  the  cord  and  brittle  as  the  urn. 

But  be  the  terror  of  thefe  ills  fupprefs'd  : 
And  view  we  man  with  health  and  vigor  bleft. 
Home  he  returns  with  the  declining  fun. 
His  deftin'd  tafk  of  labour  hardly  done  ; 
Goes  forth  again  with  the  afcending  ray,  "i 

Again  his  travel  for  his  bread  to  pay,  > 

And  find  the  ill  fufiicient  to  the  day.  ^ 

Haply  at  night  he  does  with  horror  Ihun 
A  widow'd  daughter,  or  a  dying  fon: 
His  neighbour's  ofF-fpring  he  to-morrow  fees  5 
And  doubly  feels  his  want  in  their  increafe : 
The  next  day,  and  the  next  he  muft  attend 
His  foe  triumphant,  or  his  buried  friend. 
In  every  aft  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
Publick  calamities,  or  houftiold  ills : 
The  due  reward  to  juft  defert  refus'd: 
The  truft  betray'd,  fhe  nuptial  bed  abus'd : 
The  judge  corrupt,  the  long  depending  caufe. 
And  doubtful  iffue  of  mifconllrued  laws, 
The  crafty  turns  of  a  diftioneft  ftate. 
And  violent  will  of  the  wrong-doing  great: 
The  venom'd  tongue  injurious  to  his  fame, 
Which  nor  can  wifdom  fhun,  nor  fair  advice  reclaim. 

Efteem  we  thefe,  my  friends,  event  and  chance, 
Produc'd  a^  aioms  form  their  fluttering  dance? 

Or 
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Or  higher  yet  their  efTence  may  we  draw 
from  deftin'd  order,  and  eternal  law? 
Again,  my  Mufe,  the  cruel  dotibt  repeat: 
Spring  they,  I  fay,  from  accident,  or  fate.- 
Yet  fuch,  we  find,  they  are,  ab  can  controul 
The  fervile  adlions  of  our  wavering  foul ; 
Can  fright,  can  alter,  or  can  chain  the  will  ; 
Their  ills  all  built  on  life,  that  fundamental  ill. 

O  fatal  fearch !  in  which  the  labouring  mind. 
Still  prefs'd  with  weight  of  woe.  Hill  hopes  to  find 
A  Ihadow  of  delight,  a  dream  of  peace. 
From  years  of  pain,  one  moment  of  releafe; 
Hoping  at  leall  fhe  may  herfelf  deceive, 
Againil  experience  willing  to  believe, 
Pefirous  to  rejoice,  condemn'd  to  grieve. 

Happy  the  mortal  man,  who  now  at  laft 
Has  thro'  this  doleful  vale  of  miferypall; 
Who  to  his  deftin'd  llage  has  carry'd  on 
The  tedious  load,  and  laid  his  burden  down; 
Whom  the  cut  brafs,  or  wounded  marble  Ihows 
Viftor  o'er  Life,  and  all  her  train  of  woes. 
He  happier  yet,  who,  privileg'd  by  fate 
To  fhorter  labour,   and  a  lighter  weight, 
Receiv'd  but  yefterday  the  gift  of  breath, 
Order'd  to-mcrrow  to  return  to  death. 
But  O  !  beyond  defcription  happieft  he. 
Who  ne'er  mull  roll  on  Life's  tumultuous  fea; 
Who  with  blefs'd  freedom  from  the  general  doom 
Exempt,  muft  never  force  the  teeming  womb, 
|S^or  fee  the  fun,  nor  fiiX  i>ito  Uie  toiiib. 

Who 
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Who  breathes,  muft  fufFcr;  and  who  thinks,  muft 
moarn  ; 
And  he  alone  is  blefs'd^  who  ne'er,  was  born. 

*'  Yet  in  thy  turn,  thou  frowning  preacher,  hear; 
"  Are  not  thefs  general  maxims  too  fevere? 
♦'  Say:  cannot  Power  fecure  its  owner's  blifs  ? 
*•  And  is  not  Wealth  the  potent  fire  of  peace  ? 
**  Are  viftors  blefs'd  with  fame,  or  kings  with  eafe  r 

I  tell  thee.  Life  is  but  one  common  care; 
And  Man  was  born  to  fuffer,  and  to  fear. 


i 


*'  But  is  no  rank,  no  Nation,  no  degree 
*'  From  this  contagious  taint  of  forrow  free? 

None,  mortal,  none:  yet  in  a  bolder  flraira 
Let  me  this  nielaneholy  truth  maintain : 
But  hence,  ye  vvorldly,  and  prophanc,  retire; 
For  I  adapt  my  voice,  and  raife  my  lyre 
To  notions  not  by  vulgar  eai-  j-eceiv'd; 
Yet  riiii  muft  covet  life,  and  be  deceiv'd: 
Your  very  fear  of  death  fhall  make  ye  try 
To  catch  the  fnade  of  immortality ; 
Wifliing  on  earth  to  linger,  and  to  fave 
Part  of  its  prey  from  the  devouring  grave; 
To  thofe  who  may  furvive  ye,  to  bequeath 
Something  entire,  in  fpite  of  Time  and  Death; 
A  fancy'd  kind  of  being  to  retrieve. 
And  in  a  book,  or  froni  a  building  live. 
Faife  hope!  vain  labour!  let  feme  ages  fly: 
The  dome  fliali  moulder  and  the  volume  die: 

Wretche?, 
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Wretches,  ftill  taught,  iliil  will  ye  think  it  ftrange. 
That  all  the  parts  of  this  great  fabric  change ; 
Quit  their  old  liation,  and  primaeval  Irame ; 
And  lofe  their  fhape,  their  effence,  and  their  namef 

Reduce  the  fong:  our  hopes,  our  joys  are  vain; 
Our  lot  is  forrow;  and  our  portion  pain. 

What  paufe  fromv>'oe,  what  hopes  of  comfort  bring 
The  name  of  wife  or  great,  of  judge  or  king? 
What  is  a  king? — a  man  condemn'd  to  bear 
The  publick  burden  of  the  nation's  care ; 
Now  crown'd  feme  angry  fadlion  to  appeafe ; 
Now  falls  a  viftim  to  the  people's  eafe : 
From  the  firll  blooming  cf  his  ill-taught  youth, 
Nourilh'd  in  flattery,  and  efcrang'd  from  truth : 
At  home  furrounded  by  a  fervile  croud. 
Prompts  to  abufe,  and  in  detraftion  loud  : 
Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  fwords,  and  fpearsj- 
His  very  flate  acknowledging  his  fears : 
Marching  amidft  a  thoufand  guards,  he  ihows 
His  fecret  terror  of  a  thoufand  fee;*; 
In  war,   however  prudent,  great,  or  brave, 
To  blind  events,,  and  fickle  chance  a  flave : 
Seeking  to  fettle  what  for  ever  flies ; 
Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prize. 

But  he  returns  with  conquell  on  his  brow; 
Brings  up  the  triumph  and  abfolves  the  vov,r : 
The  captive  Generals  to  his  carr  are  ty'd : 
The  joyful  citizens  tumultuous  tide 
Echoing  his  glory,  gratify  his  pride. 

What 
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What  is  this  triumph?  madnefs,  fliouts,  and  noifff. 

One  great  colleftion  of  the  people's  voice. 

The  wretches  he  brings  back,  in  chains  relate. 

What  may  to-morrow  be  the  viftor's  fate. 

The  fpoils  and  trophies  borne  before  him,  fhow 

National  lofs,  and  epidemick  woe. 

Various  diilrefs,  which  he  and  his  may  know. 

Does  he  not  mourn  the  valiant  thoufands  flain  ; 

The  heroes,  once  the  glory  of  the  plain. 

Left  in  the  conflidl  of  the  fatal  day. 

Or  the  Wolfe's  portion,  or  the  vulture's  prey? 

Does  he  not  v/eep  the  lawrel,  which  he  wears. 

Wet  with  the  foldier's  blood,  and  widows  tears.* 

See,  where  he  comes,  the  darling  of  the  war ! 
See  millions  crouding  round  the  gilded  car! 
In  the  vaft  joys  of  this  ecftatic  hour. 
And  full  fruition  of  fuccefsful  power. 
One  moment  and  one  thought  might  let  him  fcan 
The  various  turns  of  life,  and  fickle  ilate  of  man. 

Are  the  dire  images  of  fad  diftruft. 
And  popular  change  obfcur'd  amid  the  duft. 
That  rifes  from  the  vigor's  rapid  wheel  ? 
Can  the  loud  clarion,  or  fhrill  fife  repel 
The  inward  cries  of  care  ?  can  Nature's  voice 
Plaintive  be  drown'd,  or  leflen'd  in  the  noife  ; 
Tho'  ihouts  as  thunder  loud  afflift  the  air 
Stun  the  birds  now  releas'd,  and  Ihake  the  ivory  chair? 

Yon'  croud  (he  might  refledt)  yon'  joyful  croud, 
Pleas'd  with  my  honours,  in  my  praifes  loud 

(Should 
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(Should  fleeting  viflory  to  the  vanquifli'd  go; 
Should  {he  deprefs  my  arms,   and  raife  the  foe) 
Would  for  that  foe  with  equal  ardour  wait 
At  the  high  palace,  or  the  crouded  gate; 
With  refllefs  rage  would  pull  my  ftatues  down ; 
And  caft  the  brafs  anew  to  his  renown. 
O  impotent  defire  of  worldly  fway ! 
That  I,  who  make  the  triumph  of  to-day. 
May  of  to-mcrrow's  pomp  one  part  appear, 
Ghailly  with  wounds,  and  lifelefs  on  the  bier '. 
Then  [vilenefs  of  mankind!]  then  all  of  thefe. 
Whom  my  dilated  eye  with  labour  fees. 
Would  one,  alas!  repeat  me  good,  or  great, 
Wafh  my  pale  body,  or  bewail  my  fate  ? 
Or,  march'd  I  chain'd  behind  the  hollile  carr, 
The  viftor's  paftime,  and  the  fport  of  war? 
Would  one,  would  one  his  pitying  forrowjend. 
Or  be  fo  poor,  to  own  he  was  my  friend? 
Avails  it  then,  O  Reafon,  to  be  wife  ? 
To  fee  this  cruel  fcene  with  quicker  eyes  ? 
To  know  with  more  diftindlion  to  complain, 
.  And  have  fuperior  fenfe  in  feeling  pain? 
Let  us  revolve  that  roll  with  ftriftell  eye. 
Where  fafe  from  time  diftingui/li'd  adions  lie; 
And  judge  if  greatnefs  be  exempt  from  pain. 
Or  pleafure  ever  may  with  power  remain. 

Adam,  great  type,  for  whom  the  world  was  made. 
The  faireft  blefling  to  his  arms  convey'd, 
A  charming  wife;  and  air,  and  fea,  and  land, 
And  all  that  move  therein  to  his  command 

Render'd 
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Render'd  obedient :  fay,  my  penfive  Pi/Iufe, 
What  did  thefe  golden  promifes  produce  ? 
Scarce  tailing  life,  he  was  of  joy  bereav'd; 
One  day,  I  think,  in  Paradife  he  liv'd; 
Deftin'd  the  next  his  journey  to  purfue. 
Where  wounding  thorns,  and  curfed  tliiftles  grew. 
E'er  yet  he  earns  his  bread,  a-dovvn  his  brow, 
Inclin'd  to  earth,  his  labouring  fweat  muft  flow: 
His  limbs  mull  ake,  with  daily  toils  opprefs'd; 
E'er  long-wifli'd  night  brings  neceflary  reft  : 
Still  viewing  with  regret, his  dai-Iing  Eve, 
He  for  her  follies,  and  his  own  muft  grieve. 
Bewailing  ftill  a-frefli  their  haplefs  choice; 
His  ear  oft  frighted  with  the  imag'd  voice 
Of  Heaven,  when  firft  it  thunder'd  ;  oft  his  view 
Aghaft,  as  when  the  infant  lightning  flew; 
And  the  ftern  Cherub  ftop'd  the  fatal  road, 
Arm'd  with  the  flames  of  an  avenging  God. 
His  younger  fon  on  the  polluted  ground, 
Firft  fruit  of  death  lies  plaintive  of  a  wound 
Given  by  a  brother's  hand :  his  eldeft  birth 
Flies,  mark'd  by  Heavjsn,  a  fugitive  o'er  earth. 
Yet  why  tiiefc  forrows  heap'd  upon  the  fire. 
Becomes  not  man,  nor  angel  to  enquire. 

Each  ageflnn'don  ;  andguiltadvanc'd  with  time; 
The  fon  ftiil  added  to  the  father's  crime; 
'Till  God  arofe,  and  great  in  anger  faid : 
Lo !  it  repenteth  me,  that  man  was  made. 
Withdraw,  thy  light,  thou  fun  !   be  dark,  ye  fkiesi 
And  frcm  your  deep  abyfs,  ye  waters,  rife! 

The 
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The  frighted  angels  heard  th'  Almiglity  Lord; 
And  o'er  the  earth  from  wrathful  viols  pour'd 
Tempers  and  {lorms,  obedient  to  his  word. 
Mean  time,  his  Providence  to  Noah  gave 
The  guard  of  all,  that  he  defign'd  to  fave. 
Exempt  from  general  doom  the  Patriarch  flood ; 
Contemn'd  the  waves,  and  triumph'd  o'er  the  iiood. 

The  winds  fall  ulent:  and  the  waves  decreafe: 
The  Dove  brings  quiet,  and  the  Olive  peace: 
Yet  ilill  his  heart  does  inward  forrow  feel. 
Which  Faith  alone  forbids  him  to  reveal. 
If  on  the  backvvard  world  his  views  are  cail: ; 
'Tis  death  diffus'd,  and  univerfal  walle. 
Prefent  (fad  profpefl!)  can  he  ought  defcry. 
But  (what  afi'ecls  his  melancholy  eye) 
The  beauties  of  the  antient  fabric  loft. 
In  chains  of  craggy  hill,  or  lengths  of  dreary  coaft? 
,While  to  high  Heaven  his  pious  breathings  turn'd. 
Weeping  he  hop'd,   and  facrificing  mourn'd  ; 
When  of  God's  image  only  eight  he  found 
Snatch'd  from  the  watery  gi-ave,  and  fav'd  from  na- 
tions drown'd  ; 
And  of  three  fons,   the  future  hopes  of  earth. 
The  feed,  whe  ice  empires  muft  receive  their  birlh. 
One  he  forefees  excluded  heavenly  grace. 
And  marked  with  curfes,  f^tal  to  his  race. 

Abraham,  potent  prince,   the  friend  of  God, 
Of  human  ills  muft  bear  the  deftin'd  load; 
By  blood  and  battles  muft  his  power  maintain. 
And  flay  the  monarchs,  ere  he  rules  the  plain ; 

Vol.  II.  G  Mufl 
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Muft  deal  jiul  portions  of  a  (ervile  life 
To  a  proud  handmaid,  and  a  peeviih  wife  ; 
Mufc  with  the  mother  leave  the  weeping  fen,. 
In  want  to  wander,  and  in  wilds  to  groan  j 
Muft  take  his  other  child,  his  age's  hope. 
To  trembling  Moriam's  melancholy  top, 
Order'd  to  drench  his  knife  in  filial  blood; 
Dellroy  his  heir,  or  difobey  his  God. 

Mofes  beheld  that  God;  but  how  beheld 
The  Deity  in  radiant  beams  conceal'd, 
And  clouded  in  a  deep  abyfs  of  light; 
While  prefent,  too  fevere  for  ]ii 
Nor  {laying  longer  than  one  fw; 
The  following  days,  and  months,,  and  years  decreed 
To  fierce  encounter,  and  to  tollfome  deed. 
His  youth  with  want  and  hardships  muft  engage:. 
Plots  and  rebellions  muft;  diflurb  his  age. 
Some  Coram  ilill  arofe,  fbme  rebel  Have, 
Prompter  to  Hnk  the  ftatc,  than  he  to  fave: 
And  Ifrael  did  his  rage  fo  far  provoke, 
That  when  the  Godhead  wrote,  the  Prophet  broke. 
His  voice  fcarce  heard,  liis  diftates  fcarce  believ'd. 
In  camps,  in  arms,  in  pilgrimage,,  he  liv'd; 
And  dy'd  obedient  to  fevereft  law. 
Forbid  to  tread  the  promis'd  land,  he  faw. 

My  father's  life  was  one  long  line  of  care, 
A  fcene  of  danger,  and  a  ftate  of  war. 
Alarm'd,  expos'd,  his  childhood  maft  engage 
The  bear's  rough  gripe,  and  foaming  lion's  rage. 

Ev 
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By  various  turns  his  threaten'd  youth  muft  fear 
Goliah's  lifted  fword,  and  Saul's  emitted  fpear. 
Forlorn  he  muft,  and  perfecuted  fly; 
Climb  the  fteep  mountain  in  the  cavern  lie; 
And  often  afc,  and  be  refus'd  to  die. 

For  ever,  from  his  manly  toils,  are  known 
The  weight  of  power,  and  anguifh  of  a  crown. 
What  tongue  can  fpeak  the  reftlefs  monarch's  woes ; 
When  God,  and  Nathan  were  declar'd  his  foes  ? 
When  every  objeft  his  offence  revil'd,  •% 

The  hufband  murder'd,  and  the  wife  defil'd,  |^ 

The  parent's  fms  imprefs'd  upon  the  dying  child?  J 
What  heart  caa  think  the  grief  which  he  fuftain'd; 
When  the  king's   crime   brought  vengeance  on  the 

land; 
And  the  inexorable  Prophet's  voice 
Gave  famine,  plague,  or  war;  and   bid  him  fix  his 
choice  ? 

He  dy'd;  and  oh!   may  no  refleftion  fhed 
Its  poifonous  venom  on  the  royal  dead : 
Yet  the  unwilling  truth  mufl  be  exprefs'd; 
Which  long  has  laboar'd  in  this  penfive  breafl; 
Dying  he  added  to  my  weight  of  care: 
He  made  me  to  his  crimes  undoubted  heir; 
Left  his  unfinifh'd  murder  to  his  fon. 
And  Joab's  blood  intail'd  on  Judah's  crown. 

Yoimg  as  I  was,  I  halted  to  fulfill 
The  cruel  diftates  of  my  parent's  will. 
Of  his  fair  deeds  a  dillant  view  I  took; 
But  turn'd  the  tube  upon  his  faults  to  look; 

G  2  Forgot 
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Forgot  his  youth,  fpent  in  his  country's  caufe. 

His  care  of  right,  his  reverence  to  the  laws: 

But  could  with  joy  his  years  of  folly  trace. 

Broken  and  old  in  Bathlheba's,  embrace; 

Could  follow  him,  where-e'er  he  ftray'd  from  good. 

And  cite  his  fad  example ;  whilll  I  trod 

Paths  open  to  deceit,  and  track'd  with  blood. 

Soon  docile  to  the  fecret  afts  of  ill,  ; 

With  fmiles  I  could  betray,  with  temper  kill: 

Soon  in  a  brother  could  a  rival  view.; 

Watch  all  his  adls,  and  all  his  ways  purfue.  '    j 

In  vain  for  life  he  to  the  altar  fled:  j 

Ambition  and  revenge  have  certain  fpeed. 

Even  there,  my  foul,  even  there  he  fhould  have  fell; 

But  that  my  intereft  did  my  rage  conceal.  ; 

Doubling  my  crime,  I  promife,  and  deceive ; 

Purpofc  to  flay,  whilft  fwearing  to  forgive.  i 

Treaties,  perfuaflons,  fighs,  and  tears  are  vain :  i 

With  a  mean  lye  curs'd  vengeance  I  fultain; 

Join  fraud  to  force,  and  policy  to  power; 

'Till  of  the  deflin'd  fugitive  fecure,  « 

In  folemn  Hate  to  parricide  I  rife; 

And,  as  God  lives,  this  day  my  brother  dies.  ' 

Be  vvitnefs  to  my  tears,  celellial  IVfufel 
In  vain  I  would  forget,  in  vain  excufe  -i 

Fraternal  blood  by  my  direftion  fpilt^      '  '■ 

In  vain  on  Joab's  head  transfer  the  guilt:  ' 

The  deed  was  adled  by  the  fubjeft's  hand ;  • 

The  fword  was  pointed  by  the  king's  command, 

Minre  i 
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Mine  was  the  murder:  it  was  mine  alone; 
Years  of  contrition  muft  the  crime  atone  : 
Nor  can  my  guilty  foul  expe6l  relief, 
But  from  a  long  fmcerity  of  grief. 

With  an  imperfecl  hand,  and  trembling  heart. 
Her  love  of  truth  fuperior  to  her  art. 
Already  the  reilefting  Mufe  has  trac'd 
The  mournful  figures  of  my  aftion  paft. 
The  penfive  Goddefs  has  already  taught. 
How  vain  is  hope,  and  how  vexatious  thought; 
From  growing  childhood  to  declining  age. 
How  tedious  every  ftep,  how  gloomy  every  Rage. 
This  courfe  of  vanity  almoft  compleat, 
Tir'd  in  the  field  of  life,  I  hope  retreat 
In.  the  ftill  Ihades  of  death  :  for  dread  and  pain, 
And  griefs  will  find  their  {hafts  elanc'd  in  vain. 
And  their  points  broke,  retorted  from  the  head. 
Safe  in  the  grave,  and  free  among  the  dead. 

Yet  tell  me,  frighted  Reafon!  what  is  Death? 
Blood  only  flopp'd,  and  interrupted  breath  ; 
The  utmoft  limit  of  a  narrow  fpan. 
And  end  of  motion  which  with  life  began. 
As  fmoke  that  rifes  from  the  kindling  fires 
Is  feen  this  moment,  and  the  next  expires : 
As  empty  clouds  by  rifmg  winds  are  tof!:. 
Their  fleeting  forms  fcarce  fooner  found  than  loll: 
So  vanilhes  our  ftate,  fo  pafs  our  days : 
So  life  but  opens  now,  and  now  decays: 
The  cradle  and  the  tomb,  alas !  fo  nigh ; 
To  live  is  fcarce  diltinguilh'd  from  to  die. 

G  3  Cure 
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•    Cure  of  the  mifer's  wiftj,  and  coward's  fear. 
Death  only  (hews  us,  whit  we. knew  wa?  near. 
With  courage  therefore  view  the  pointed  hour ; 
Dread  not  death's  anger;  but  expcft  his  power; 
Nor  nature's  law  with  fruitlefs  forrow  mourn; 
But  die,  O  mortal  man !  for  thou  waft  born. 

Cautious  through  doubt;  by  want  of  courage,  wife. 
To  fuch  advice  the  reafoner  fllll  replies. 

Yet  meafuring  all  the  long  continued  fpacc. 
Every  fucceflivc  day's  repeated  race, 
Since  Time  firft  ftarted  from  his  priflinc  goal, 
'Till  he  had  reach'd  that  hour,  wherein  my  foul 
join'd  to  my  body  fwell'd  the  womb;  I  was, 
(At  Icaft  I  think  fo)  nothing;  muft  I  pafs 
Again  to  nothing,  v/hen  this  vital  breath 
Ccafing,  configns  me  o'er,  to  reft,  and  death? 
IVIujI  the  whole  man,  amazing  thought!  -^  •   >-" 
To  the  cold  marble,  or  contracled  urn? 
And  never  (hall  ihofc  particles  agree, 
That  were  in  life  this  individual  He? 
But  fevcr'd,  mud  they  join  the  general  mafs  ^ 

Through  other  forms,  and  (hapes  ordain'd  to  pafs ;  L 
Nor  thought  nor  image  kept  of  what  he  was?  j 

Docs  the  great  word  that  gave  him  fenfe,  ordain. 
That  life  (hall  never  wake  that  fenfc  again? 
And  will  no  power  his  finking  fpirits  fave 
From  the  dark  caves  of  dcaih    and  chambers  of  the 
grave? 
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Eich.  evening  I  bohcid  the  lecdTig  icli 
\^'ith  do\vn-\v^rvl  ipeed  into  the  oc£in  rtia  : 
Yet  the  lame  light  (pafs  but  fome  fiecting  hours) 
Exerts  his  '.Igor,  and  renews  hii  powers ; 
Starts  the  bright  r.ice  again:  his  coniUat  ficnse 
Riles  and  lets,  returning  iHIi  the  liyne. 
I  mark  the  \-ark)us  fary  of  the  winds t~ 
Thefe  neither  ieafons  guide,  nor  order  binds: 
They  now  dilate,  and  now  contrad  their  force; 
"Various  their  Ipecd,  but  eadlels  is  their  courfe. 
From  his  flrll  fountain  and  beginning  ouze, 
Down  to  the  lea  each, brook  and  torrent  fiovvsc 
Tho'  fundry  drops  or  leave,  or  i\veU  the  Ibreain  ; 
The  whole  ftill  runs,  with  eq^ual  pace,  the  fame. 
SttU  other  waves  fupply  the  riiing  urasj 
And  the  eternal  Rood  no  want  of  water  mourns. 

Why  then  moft  man  obey  the  fad  decree, 
"^■^"  .'  '^  neither  fun,  nor  wind,  nor  lea? 

A  .at  docs  with  opening  ntora  ariiV, 

And  Hourilhiag  the  day,  at  evening  dies; 
A  whiged  esilern  blall,  juJt  ikininiine:  o'er 
The  ocean's  brew,  and  linking  cu  the  ilicrej 
A  fire,  whci'e  flames  through  crackling  i^ubbie  ffjrj 
A  meteor  "  -  •■  -  . . 

A  bowl  a-.  .-olVd  ; 

A  bubble  breaking,  and  a  fable  told; 
A  noon-tiJe  Cuiiow,  and  a  r"  '  '        ;  ; 

Are  emblem;.  \s  "iich  with  IV  roc'aiax 

Our  earthly  com fe:  but,  O  my  foul!  fo  faf: 
Mull  Life  run  off:  and  Death  for  ever  laft? 

G  4.  TbI? 
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Tli's  dark  opinion,   fure,  is  too  confm'd, 
Elfs  whence  this  hope,  and  terror  of  tlie  mind? 
Does  fomething  ftill,  and  fomewhere  yet  remain, 
Reward  or  puniiament,  delight  or  pain? 
Say:  fliall  our  relicks  fecond  birth  receive? 
Sleep  we  to  wake,  and  only  die  to  live  ? 
When  the  fad  wife  has  clofed  her  huihmd's  eyes. 
And  pierc'd  the  echoing  vault  with  doleful  cries; 
Lies  the  pale  corps  not  yet  entirely  dead? 
The  fpirit  only  from  the  body  fled. 
The  grofler  part  of  heat  and  motion  void. 
To  be  by  fre,  or  worm,  or  time  deltroy'd: 
The  foul,  immortal  fubftance,  to  remain, 
Confcious  of  joy,  and  capable  of  pain  ? 
And  if  her  afts  have  been  dire-fled  well. 
While  with  her  friendly  clay  (lie  deign'd  to  dwell; 
Shall  flie  with  fafety  reach  her  priftine  feat  ? 
Find  her  rell  endlefs,  and  her  bllfs  compleat? 
And  v.hile  the  buried  man  we  idly  mourn; 
Do  angels  joy  to  fee  his  better  half  return? 
But  if  fl^e  has  deform'd  this  earthly  life 
With  murderous  rapine,  and  feditious  ilrife: 
Amazed,  repulfed,  and  by  thofe  angels  driven 
From  the  jethereal  feat,  and  blifsful  Heaven, 
In  everlalling  darknefs  muil  ilie  lie. 
Still  more  unhappy,  that  (he  canno^  die? 

Amid  two  feas  on  one  fmall  point  of  land 
Weary'd,  uncertain,  and  amaz'd  we  iland: 
On  either  fide  our  thoughts  incelTant  turn  : 
Forward  we  dread  ;  and  looking  back  we  mourn, 

Lcfing 
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Lofing  the  prefent  in  this  dubious  hafte; 

And  loll  ourrdves  betwixt  the  future,  and  the  paft. 

Thcfe  cruel  doubts  contending  in  my  breaft. 
My  reafon  ftaggering,  and  my  hopes  opprefs'd. 
Once  more  I  faid:  once  more  I  will  enquire. 
What  is  this  little,  agile,  pervious  fire. 
This  fluttering  motion,  which  we  call  the  mind? 
How  does  Ihe  aft?  and  where  is  flae  coniin'd? 
Have  we  the  pov/er  to  guide  her,  as  we  pleafe? 
Whence  then  thofe  evils,   that  obilrudl  our  eafe  ? 
We  happinefs  purfue  ;   we  fly  from  pain; 
Yet  the  purfait,  and  yet  the  flight  is  vain: 
And,  while  poor  nature  labours  to  be  blefl:, 
By  day  with  pleafure,  and  by  night  with  reft; 
Some  fironger  power  eludes  our  fickly  will; 
Dadics  our  rifing  hope  with  certain  ill; 
And  makes  us  with  reflective  trouble  fee. 
That  all  is  dedln'd,  which  we  fancy  free, 

That  povv'er  fuperior  then,   which  rules  our  mind. 
Is  his  decree  by  human  prayer  inclin'd  ? 
Will  he  for  facrifice  our  forrows  eafe? 
And  can  our  tears  reverfe  his  firm  decrees? 
Then  let  religion  aid,  where  reafon  fails : 
Throw  loads  of  incenfc  in,  to  turn  the  fcales  ; 
And  let  the  filent  fanftuary  fliow. 
What  from  the  babbling  fthools  we  may^not  ki 
How  man  may  fliun,  or  bear  his  deitin'd  part  of ' 

What  fliall  amend,  or  what  abfolve  our  fate  ? 
Anxious  we  hover  in  a  mediate  flate. 

Betwixt 


:now,  C 
vvoe.  J 
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Betwixt  infinity  and  nothing  ;  bounds. 

Or  boundlefs  terms,  whofe  doubtful  Tenfe  confounds. 

Unequal  thought !  whilil  all  we  apprehend, 

Is,  that  our  hopes  mull  rife,  our  forrovvs  end ; 

As  our  Creator  deigns  to  be  our  friend. 

I  faid;  — and  inftant  bad  the  priefts  prepare 
The  ritual  facrifice,  and  folemn  prayer. 
Selefl  from  vulgar  herds,  with  garlands  gay, 
A  hundred  bulls  afcend  the  facred  way. 
The  artful  youth  proceed  to  form  the  choir  : 
They  breathe  the  flute,  or  ftrike  the  vocal  wire. 
The  maids  in  comely  order  next  advance ; 
They  beat  the  timbrel,  and  infl:ru6l  the  dance. 
Follows  the  chofen  tribe  from  Levi  fprung. 
Chanting  by  juft  return  the  holy  fong. 
Along  the  choii-  in  folernn  Hate  they  pail, 

The  anxious  king  came  laft. 

The  facred  hymn  perform'd,  my  promis'd  vow 
I  paid :  and  bowing  at  the  altar  low, 

Father  of  Heaven!  I  faid,  and  judge  of  earth! 
Whofe  word  call'd  out  this  univerfe  to  birth ; 
By  whofe  kind  power  and  influencing  care 
The  various  creatures  move,  and  live,  and  are; 
But,  ceaflng  once  that  care,  withdrawn  that  power. 
They  move  (alas  !)  and  live,  and  are  no  more: 
Omnifcient  Mafter,  omni-prefent  King, 
To  thee,  to  thee,  my  laft  diflrefs  I  bring. 

Thou',  that  can'ft  ftill  the  raging  of  the  feas. 
Chain  up  the  winds,  and  bid  the  tempefts  ceafe; 

Redeem 
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Redeem  my  Ihip-wreck'd  foul  from  raging  guils 

Of  cruel  pailion,  and  deceitful  luHs: 

From  fiorms  of  rage,  and  dangerous  rocks  of  pride. 

Let  thy  ftrong  hand  this  little  vefiel  guide 

(It  was  thy  hand  that  made  it)  thro'  the  tide 

Impetuous  of  this  life :  let  thy  command 

Direct  my  courfe,  and  bring  me  fafe  to  land. 

If,  while  this  weary'd  flefh  draws  fleeting  breath. 
Not  fatisfy'd  with  life,  afraid  of  death. 
It  haply  be  thy  will,  that  I  Ihould  know 
Glimpfe  of  delight,  or  paufe  from  anxious  woe; 
From  Now,  from  inilant  Now,  great  Sire  !  difpel 
The  clouds  that  prefs  my  foul ;  from  Now  reveal 
A  gracious  beam  of  light;  from  Now  infpire 
My  tongue  to  fmg,  my  hand  to  touch  the  lyre : 
My  open'd  thought  to  joyous  profpefts  raife  ; 
And,  for  thy  mercy,  let  me  fing  thy  praife. 
Or,  if  thy  will  ordains,  I  ftill  fliall  wait 
Some  new  Here-after,  and  a  future  ftate; 
Permit  me  ftrength,  my  weight  of  woe  to  bcarj 
And  raife  my  mind  fuperior  to  my  care. 
Let  me,  howe'er  unable  to  explain 
The  fecret  lab'rynths  of  thy  ways  to  man. 
With  humble  zeal  confefs  thy  awful  power; 
Still  weeping  hope,  and  wondering  flill  adore. 
So  in  my  conquell  be  thy  might  declar'd : 
And,  for  thy  juftice,  be  thy  name  rever'd. 

My  prayer  fcarce  ended,  a  llupendous  gloom 
Darkens  the  air;  loud  thunder  fhukes  the  dome: 

To 
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To  the  beginning  miracle  fucceed 
An  awful  iilence,  and  religious  dread. 
Sudden  breaks  forth  a  more  than  common  day: 
Tiie  facrcd  wood,  which  on  the  altar  lay, 

Untouch'd,  unlighted,  glows 

Ambrofial  odour,  fuch  as  never  flows 
From  Arab's  gum,  or  the  Sab^an  rofe, 
Does  round  the  air  revolving  fcents  diffufe  : 
The  holy  ground  is  wet  with  heavenly  dews  : 
Celellial  mufic  (fuch  Jefiides'  lyre, 
Such  Miriam's  Timbrel  would  in  vain  require) 
Strikes  to  my  thought  through  my  admiring  ear. 
With  ecftafy  too  fine,  and  pleafure  hard  to  bear  : 
And  lo  !  what  fees  my  ravifh'd  eye  ?  what  feels 
My  wondering  foul  ?  an  opening  cloud  reveals 
An  heavenly  form  euibody'd,  and  array'd 
With  robes  of  light.     I  heard :   the  angel  faid : 

Ceafe,  man  of  woman  born,  to  hope  relief. 
From  daily  trouble,  and  continu'd  grief. 
Thv  hope  of  joy  deliver  to  the  wind  : 
Supprefs  thy  paiuons ;  and  prepare  thy  mind. 
Free  and  familiar  with  Misfortune  grow  : 
Ee  ufed  to  forrotv,  and  inur'd  to  woe.    • 
Bv  weakening  toil,  and  hoary  age  o'ercorae. 
See  thy  decreafe ;  and  haften  to  thy  tomb. 
Leave  to  thy  children  tumult,  ftrife,  and  war. 
Portions  of  toil,  and  legacies  of  care. 
Send  tlie  fucceiTive  ills  through  ages  down  j 
And  let  each  weeping  father  tell  his  fon, 
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That,  deeper  {truck,  and  more  diilindly  griev'd. 
He  mull  augment  the  forrows  he  receiv'd. 

The  child  to  whofe  fuccefs  thy  hope  is  bound. 
Ere  thou  art  fcarce  interr'd,  or  he  is  crown'd  j 
To  lull  of  arbitrary  fvvay  inclin'd 
(That  curfed  poifon  to  the  prince's  mind  !) 
Shall  from  thy  diftate,  and  his  duty  rove. 
And  lofe  his  great  defence,  his  people's  love. 
Ill  counfell'd,  vanquilh'd,  fugitive,  difgrac'd. 
Shall  mourn  the  fame  of  Jacob's  llrength  efFac'd. 
Shall  figh  the  King  diminilh'd,  and  the  crown 
With  leflen'd  rays  defcending  to  his  fon ; 
Shall  fee  the  wreaths,  his  grandfire  knew  to  reap 
Ey  adlive  toil,  and  military  fweat. 
Pining  incline  their  fickly  leaves,  and  fhed 
Their  falling  honours  from  his  giddy  head. 
By  arms,  or  prayer  unable  to  aHvvagc 
Doraellic  horror,    and  intelline  rage, 
Shall  from  the  vidlor  and  the  vanquifla'd  fear. 
From  Ifrael's  arrow,  and  from  Judah's  fpear: 
Shall  cafl  his  weary'd  limbs  on  Jordan's  flood. 
By  brother's  arms  dillurb'd,  and  llain'd  with  kindred 
blood. 

Hence  labouring  years  fiiall  weep  their  dellin'd  race 
Charg'd  with  ill  omens,   fully'd  vAta  difgrace. 
Time,   by  Neceffity  compcll'd,    ihall  go 
Through  fcencs  of  war,  and  epochas  of  woe. 
The  empire  IcfTcn'd  in  a  parted  ftream, 

Shall  lofe  it's  courfe — — 

Indulfre- 
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Indulge  thy  tears:  the  Heathen  fiiall  blafpheme: 
Judah  fhall  fall,  opprefs'd  by  grief  and  fhame  ; 
And  men  fhall  from  her  ruins  know  her  fame. 

New  ^gypts  yet,  and  fecond  bonds  remain, 
A  harfner  Pharaoh,  and  a  heavier  chain. 
Again,  obedient  to  a  dire  command, 
Thy  captive  fons  fliall  leave  the  promis'd  land. 
Their  name  more  low,  their  fervitude  more  vile. 
Shall  on  Euphrates'  bank,  renew  the  grief  of  Nile. 

Thefe  pointed  fpires  that  wound  the  ambient  flcy. 
Inglorious  change  !  Ihall  in  deftrudion  lie 
Low,  levell'd  with  the  duft  ;  their  heights  unknown. 
Or  meafur'd  by  their  ruin.     Yonder  throne 
For  lafling  glory  built,  defign'd  the  feat 
Of  kings  for  ever  bleft,  for  ever  great, 
Remov'd  by  the  invader's  barbarous  hand. 
Shall  grace  his  triumph  in  a  foreign  land. 
The  tyrant  fhall  demand  yon'  facred  load 
Of  gold  and  veiTels  fet  apart  to  God. 
Then  by  vile  hands  to  common  ufe  debas'd  ; 
Shall  fend  them  flovving  round  his  drunken  fea! 
With  facrilegious  taunt,  and  impious  jeft. 

Twice  fourteen  ages  fhall  their  way  complete  ; 
Empires  by  various  turns  fhall  rife  and  fet; 
V/hile  thy  abandon'd  tribes  fhall  only  know 
A  different  maAer,  and  a  change  of  woe  : 
With  down-caft  eye-lids,  and  with  looks  a-ghalt. 
Shall  dread  the  future,  or  bewail  the  paft. 

Affliaed 
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AfHifted  Ifrael  fliall  fit  weeping  down, 
Fail  by  the  flreams,  where  Babel's  waters  ran  ; 
Their  harps  upon  the  neighb'ring  willows  hung. 
Nor  joyous  hymn  encouraging  their  tongue. 
Nor  chearful  dance  their  feet :  with  toil  opprefs'd. 
Their  wcary'd  limbs  afpiring  but  to  reft. 
In  the  refledtive  ftream  the  fighing  bride, 
Viewing  her  charms  impair'd,  abafh'd  fiiall  hide 
Her  penfive  head  ;  and  in  her  languid  face 
The  bridegrcorn  fhall  fore-fee  his  fickly  race  : 
While  ponderous  fetters  vex  their  clofe  embrace. 
With  irkfome  anguifh  then  your  priefts  fhall  mourn 
Their  long-negleiTied  feafts  defpair'd  return. 
And  fad  oblivion  of  their  folemn  daysi 
Thenceforth  their  voices  they  (hall  only  raife. 
Louder  to  weep.     By  day  your  frighted  feers 
Shall  call  for  fountains  to  exprefs  their  tears ; 
And  wilh  their  eyes  were  floods :   by  night  from 

dreams 
Of  opening  gulphs,  black  fcorms,  and  raging  flames. 
Starting  amaz'd,  fliall  to  the  people  fhow 
Emblems  of  Heavenly  wrath,    and  myflic  types  of 
woe. 
The  captives,  as  their  tyrant  fliall  require. 
That  they  fliould  breathe  the   fong,   and  touch  the 

lyre. 
Shall  fzy  :  can  Jacob's  fervile  race  rejoice, 
Untun'd  the  mulic,  and  difus'd  the  voice  ? 

What 
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What  can  we  play  (they  fhall  difcourfe)  how  fing 
In  foreign  lands,  and  to  a  barbarous  King  ? 
We  and  our  fathers  from  our  childhood  bred 
To  watch  the  cruel  vidlor's  eye,  to  dread 
The  arbitrary  lafli,  to  bend,  to  grieve 
(Out  caft  of  mortal  race)  can  we  conceive 
Image  of  ought  delightful,  foft,  or  gay? 
Alas  I  when  we  have  toil'd  the  longfome  day ; 
The  fulleft  blifs  our  hearts  afpire  to  know. 
Is  but  fome  interval  from  adlive  woe ; 
In  broken  reH,  and  flartling  fiecp  to  mourn, 
'Till  morn,  the  tyrant,  and  the  fcourge,  return. 
Bred  up  in  grief,  can  pleafure  be  our  theme  ? 
Our  endlcfs  anguilh  does  not  nature  claim? 
Rcafon,  and  fon-ow  are  to  us  the  fame. 
Alas !  witii  wild  amazement  we  require. 
If  idle  folly  was  net  pleafure's  fire  : 
Madnefs,  v.c  fancy,  gave  an  ill-tim'd  birth 
To  grinning  laughter,  and  to  frantic  mirth. 

This  is  the  feries  of  perpetual  woe. 
Which  thou,  alas !  and  thine  are  born  to  know. 
Illuftrious  wretch  !   repine  not,  nor  reply  : 
View  not,  v/hat  Heaven  ordains,  with  rcafon'seye; 
Too  bright  the  objeft  is  :   the  diftance  is  too  high. 
The  man  who  would  refolve  the  work  of  fate. 
May  limit  number,  and  make  crooked  ftraight ; 
Stop  thy  enquiry  then;  and  curb  thy  fenfe; 
Nor  let  dull  argue  with  Omnipotence. 
'Tis  God  who  muft  difpofe,  and  man  fuflain, 
Bern  to  endure,  forbidden  to  complain. 

Thy 
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Thy  fum  of  lift-  mull  his  decrees  fulfill; 

What  derogates  from  his  command,  is  ill; 

And  that  alone  is  good,  which  centers  in  his  will. 

Yet  that  thy  labouring  fenfes  may  not  droop, 
Loft  to  delight,  and  deftitute  of  hope: 
Remark  what  I,  God's  meffenger,  aver 
From  him,  who  neither  can  deceive,  nor  err. 
The  land  at  length  redeeni'd,  fhall  ceafe  to  mourn; 
Shall  from  her  fad  captivity  return. 
Sion  (hall  raifc  her  long  dejcAed  head; 
And  in  her  courts  the  law  again  be  read. 
Again  the  glorious  temple  ihall  arife. 
And  with  new  luftre  pierce  the  neighbouring  Ccies. 
The  promis'd  feat  of  empire  fhall  again 
Cover  the  mountain,  and  command  the  plain; 
And  from  thy  race  diflinguifli'd.   One  llial'  fpring. 
Greater  in  a£l  than  viftor,  more  than  King 
In  dignity  and  power,  fent  down  from  Heaven, 
To  fuccour  earth.      To  Him,   to  Him,   'tis  given, 
Paffion,   and  care,  and  anguifti  to  deftroy. 
Through  Him  foft  peace,  and  plenitude  of  joy. 
Perpetual  o'er  the  world  redeem'd  fliall  flow. 
No  more  may  man  inquire,  nor  angel  know. 

Now,  Solomon,  remembering  who  thou  art. 
Aft  through  thy  remnant  life  the  decent  part. 
Go  forth;   beilrong:  with  patience,  and  with  care 
Perform,  and  fufler:  to  thyfelf  [t^vexe. 
Gracious  to  otliers,  thy  defires  fupprefs'd, 
Diffufs'd  thy  virtues>  firil  of  men!  be  belt. 

Vol.  II.  H  Thy 
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Thy  fum  of  duty  let  two  words  contain  ; 
(O  may  they  graven  in  thy  heart  remain !) 
Be  humble,  andbejuft.     The  angel  faid:— 
With  upward  fpeed  his  agile  wings  he  fpread  ; 
Whilft  on  the  holy  ground  I  proftrate  lay, 
By  various  doubts  impell'd,  or  to  obey. 
Or  to  objedl:  at  length  (my  mournful  look 
Heaven-ward  erefl)  determin'd,   thus  I  fpoke; 

Supreme,  all-wife,  eternal  Potentate! 
Sole  author,  fole  difpofer  of  our  fate  ! 
Enthron'd  in  light,  and  imiyBortality  I 
Whom  no  man  fully  fees,  and  none  can  fee! 
Original  of  beings  !  power  divine  ! 
Since  that  I  live,  and  that  I  think,  is  thine  j 
Benign  Creator,  let  thy  plaflic  hand 
Difpofe  its  own  eifedt.     Let  thy  command 
Reftore,  great  Father,  thy  inilru£ted  Son ; 
And  in  my  aft  may  thy  great  will  be  d-ONE, 


CON- 
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CONSIDERATIONS 


O    N 


Part    of    the   LXXXVIIIth   Psalm.* 


A  COLLEGE  EXERCISE.     1690. 

I. 

Jrl  EAVy,  O  Lord,  on  me  thy  judgements  lie, 
Accurft  I  am,  while  God  rejeAs  my  cry. 
O'erwhelm'd  in  darknefs  and  defpair  I  groan ; 
And  every  place  is  hell;  for  God  is  gone. 
O !  Lord,  arife,    and  let  thy  beams  controul 
Thofe  horrid  clouds,  that  prefs  my  frighted  foul : 
Save  the  poor  wanderer  from  eternal  night. 
Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Light. 

•  The  remainder  of  this  volume  contains  fuch  pieces  as 
were  omitted  by  Mr,  Prior  in  his  own  edition  of  his  works, 
with  thofe  he  afterwards  published,  and  fuch  as  have 
appeared  fince  his  death. 

H  2  IL  Down- 
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II. 

Downward  I  haften  to  my  deftin'd  place; 
There  none  obtain  thy  aid,  or  fing  thy  praife. 
Soon  I  fhall  lie  in  death's  deep  ocean  drown'd; 
Is  mercy  there;  or  fweet  forgivenefs  found? 
O  fave  me  yet,  whilft  on  the  brink  I  ftand; 
Rebuke  the  ftorm,  and  waft  my  foul  to  landn 
O  let  her  reft  beneath  thy  wing  fecure. 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Power. 

III. 

Behold  the  prodigal !  to  thee  I  come. 
To  hail  my  father,  and  to  feek  my  home. 
Nor  refuge  could  I  find,  nor  friend  abroad. 
Straying  in  vice,  and  deftitute  of  God. 
O  let  thy  terrors,  and  my  anguifh  end! 
Be  thou  my  refuge  and  be  thou  my  friend: 
Receive  the  fon  thou  didft  fo  long  reprove^ 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Love. 
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T  O   T  H  E 

REV.  DR.  FRANCIS  TURNER, t 
BISHOP  OF  E  I.  Y 

WHO    HAD    ADVISED    A    TRANSLATION    OF 

PRUDENTIUS. 

X  F  poets,  ere  they  cloath'd  their  infant  thought. 
And  the  rude  work  to  juft  perfedion  brought. 
Did  ftill  fome  god,  or  godlike  man  invoke, 
Whofe  mighty  name  their  facred   filence  broke ; 
Your  goodnefs.  Sir,  will  eafily  excufe. 
The  bold  requefts  of  aa  afpiring  Mufe; 

+  Do5lor  Francis  Tiirner  was  at  that  time  maftei'  of 
St.  John's  College,  Cambridge.  He  was  one  of  the  pe- 
titioning Bilhops  who  were  committed  to  the  Tower  by 
James  II.  and  one  of  thofe  who  were  afterwards 
deprived  of  his  fee  for  refufmg  the  oaths  to  the  new 
government.  Bifliop  Burnet  fays,  •'  He  was  a  fincere  and 
*'  good-natured  man,  of  too  quick  an  imagination,  and 
**  too  defective  a  judgment.  He  was  but  moderately 
*'  learned,  having  converfed  more  with  men  than  with 
"  books."     He  died  November  2,  1709, 

H  3  Who 
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Who,  with  your  bleffing  would  your  aid  implore. 
And  in  her  weaknefs  juftify  your  power.  — 
From  your  fair  pattern  fhe  would  ftrive  to  write. 
And  with  unequal  ftrength  purfue  your  flight; 
Yet  hopes,  flie  ne'er  can  err  that  follows  you, 
Led  by  your  bleft  commands,  and  great  example  too. 

Then  fmiling  and  afpiring  influence  give. 
And  make  the  Mufe  and  her  endeavours  live; 
Claim  all  her  future  labours  as  your  due. 
Let  every  fong  begin  and  end  with  you : 
So  to  the  blefl;  retreat  ftie'Il  gladly  go. 
Where  the  Saints'  palm  and  Mufes'  laurel  grow ; 
Where  kindly  both  in  glad  embrace  fliall  join. 
And  round  your  brow  their  mingled  honours  twine} 
Both  to  the  virtue  due,  which  could  excel, 
As  much  in  writing,  as  in  living  well.— 
So  fliall  flie  proudly  prefs  the  tuneful  fl^ring. 
And  mighty  things  in  mighty  numbers  fingj 
Nor  doubt  to  ftrike  Prudentius'  daring  lyre. 
And  humbly  bring  the  verfe  which  you  infpire. 


A      P  A  S-^ 
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PASTORAL, 

T      O 

DR.    TURNER,    BISHOP    of   ELYj 

ON    His    DEPARTURE    FROM    CAMBRIDGE^ 
DAMON. 

X  ELL,  dear  Alexis,  tell  thy  Daman,  why 
Doft  thou  in  mournful  fhades  obfcurely  lie  ? 
Why  doft  thou  figh,  why  ftrike  thy  panting  breaft? 
And  fteal  from  life  the  needful  hours  of  reft? 
Are  thy  kids  ftarv'd  by  winter's  early  froft? 
Are  any  of  thy  bleating  ftragglers  loft  ? 
Have    ftrangers'     cattle    trod    thy    new-plough'd 

ground  ? 
Has  great  Joanna,  or  her  greater  Ihepherd  frown'd. 

ALEXIS. 

See  my  kids  browze,  my  lambs  fecarely  play : 
(Ah  !  were  their  mafter  unconcern'd  as  the-y  !) 
No  beafts  (at  noon  I  look'd)  had  trod  my  ground^ 
-Kor  has  Joanna,  or  her  ihepherd,  frown'd. 

ii  4-  D  A  i&OK^ 
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D    A    M    O   K. 

Then  ftop  the  lavnfh  fountain  of  your  eyes, 
Nor  let  thofe  fighs  from  your  fwoln  bofom  rife  ; 
Chafe  fadnefs,  friend,  and  folitude  away ; 
And  once  again  rejoice,  and  once  again  look  gay. 

ALEXIS. 

Say  what  can  more  our  tortur'd  fouls  annoy. 
Than  to  behold,  adniire,   and  lofe  our  joy  ; 
Whofe  fate  more  hard  than  thofe  who  fadly  run, 
For  the  laft  glimpfe  of  the  departing  fun? 
Or  what  feverer  fentence  can  be  given, 
'ihan,  having  feen,  to  be  excluded  Heaven  ? 

D  A  M  o  ^^» 

None;  fhcpherd,  none  — 

ALEXIS. 

A  L.  —  Then  ceafe  to  chide  my  cares! 
And  rather  pity  than  reftrain  my  tears ; 
Thofe  tears,  my  Damon,  which  I  juftly  fhed. 
To  think  how  great  my  joys ;  how  foon  they  fled  ; 
I  told  thee,  friend,   (now  blefs  the  fhepherd's  name. 
From  whofe  dear  care  the  kind  occalion  came,) 
That  I,  even  I,  might  happily  receive 
The  facred  wealth,  which  Heaven  and  Daphnisglve ; 
That  I  might  fee  the  lovely  awful  fwain, 
Whofe  holy  crofier  guides  our  willing  plain  ; 
Whofe  pleafmg  power  and  ruling  goodnefs  keep 
Our  fouls  with  equal  care  as  v^^e  our  iheep ; 
Whofe  praife  excites  each  lyre,  employs  each  tongue  : 

Whilft  only  he  who  caus'd,  dillikes  the  fong. 

Tq 
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To  this  great,  humble,  parting  man  I  galn'd 
Accefs,  and  happy  for  an  hour  I  reign'd  ; 
Happy  as  new-form'd  man  in  paradife. 
Ere  fin  debauch'd  his  inofFenfive  blifs^ 
Happy  as  heroes  after  battles  won. 
Prophets  entranc'd,  or  monarchs  on  the  throne; 
But  (oh,  my  friend!)  thofe  joys  withDaphnis  Hew: 
To  them  thefe  tributary  tears  are  due. 

D    A    M   o   N. 

Was  he  fo  humble  then  ?   thofe  joys  {o  vail  ? 
Ceafe  to  admire  that  both  fo  quickly  pall. 
Too  happy  fliould  we  be,  would  fmiling  fate 
Render  one  blefllng  durable  and  great; 
But  (oh  the  fad  vicifTitude!)  how  foon 
Unwelcome  night  fucceeds  the  chearful  noon ; 
And  rigid  winter  nips  the  flowery  pomp  c.f  June! 
Then  grieve  not,  friend,  like  you,  fmce  ail  mankind 
A  certain  change  of  joy  and  forrow  find. 
Supprefs  your  figh,  your  down-caft  eyelids  raife. 
Whom  prefcnt  you  revere,  him  abfent  praife. 


A    K 
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N^ 


T     O 


FLEETWOOD     SHEPHERD,  Es<^* 

VV  HEN  crowding  folks  with  ftrange  ill  faces. 

Were  making  legs  and  begging  places. 

And  fome  with  patents,  fome  with  merit, 

*Tir'd  out  by  good  lord  Dorfet's  fpirit: 

Sneaking  I  flood  amongft  the  crew, 

Deiiring  much  to  fpeak  with  you. 

I  waited  while  the  clock  ilruck  thrice. 

And  footman  brought  out  fifty  lies ; 

Till,  patience  vex'd,  and  legs  grown  weary, 

I  thought  it  was  in  vain  to  tarry : 

*  Fleetwood  Shepherd  Efq;  was  one  of  the  wits  of 
Charles  the  lid's  court,  and  the  author  of  fevei-al  poems 
publifhed  in  the  mifcellanies  of  the  times.  Thefe,  however, 
do  not  polTefs  fufRcient  merit  to  redeem  his  name  from  ob- 
livion. That  he  is  now  known  arifes  entirely  from  his  hav- 
ing been  the  patron  of  M.  Prior. 

But 
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But  did  opine  it  might  be  better. 
By  penny-poft  to  fend  a  letter; 
Now  if  you  mifs  of  this  epiftle, 
I'm  baulk'd  again,  and  may  go  vvhiftle. 
My  bufinefs.   Sir,'  you'll  quickly  guefs. 
Is  to  defire  feme  little  place: 
And  fair  pretenlions  I  have  for't. 
Much  need,  and  very  fmali  defert. 
Whene'er  I  writ  to  you,  I  wanted; 
I  always  begg'd,  you  always  granted. 
Now,  as  you  took  me  up  when  little. 
Gave  me  my  learniug  and  my  vittle  ; 
Alk'd  for  me,  from  my  lord,  things  fitting. 
Kind  as  I  'ad  been  your  own  begetting; 
Confirm  what  formerly  you've  given. 
Nor  leave  me  now  at  fix  and  feven. 
As  Sunderland  has  left  Mun  Stephen.* 

No  family  that  takes  a  whelp 
When  firll:  he  laps  and  fcarce  can  yelp, 
Neglefts  or  turns  him  out  of  gate 
When  he's  grown  up  to  dog's  eftate : 
Nor  parifh,  if  they  once  adopt 
The  fpurious  brats  by  ftrollers  dropt, 

*  Mr,  Mun  Stephen  had  been  under  fecretaiy  to  Lord 
Sunderland  when  he  held  the  poft  of  fecretary  of  Itate  in  the 
time  of  James  the  fecond.  A  few  years  after  the  revolu- 
tion, falling  into  a  defponding  ftate,  he  put  an  end  to  his 
Jjfe  by  cutting  his  throat. 

Leave 
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I,eave  them,  when  grcw,n  up  lufty  fellows. 
To  the  wide  world,  that  is,  the  gallowj  : 
No,  thank  them  for  their  love,   that's  worfe. 
Than  if  they'd  throttled  them  at  nurfe. 

My  uncle,  reil  his  foul !   when  living, 
Might  have  contriv'd  me  ways  of  thriving  ; 
Taught  me  with  cyder  to  replenifh 
My  vats,  or  ebbing  tide  of  rhenifli. 
So  when  for  hock  I  dfevv  prickt  white-wine, 
Swear' t  had  the  flavour,  and  was  right  wine. 
Or  fent  me  with  ten  pounds  to  Furni- 
val's  inn,  to  fome  good  rogue-attorney  ; 
Where  now,  by  forging  deeds,  and  cheating, 
1  'ad  found  fome  handfome  ways  of  getting. 

All  this  you  made  me  quit,    to  follow 
The  fneaking  whey-fac'd  god  Apollo  ; 
Sent  me  among  a  fiddling  crew 
Of  folks,  I  'ad  never  feen  nor  knew. 
Calliope,    and  God  knows  who. 
To  add  no  more  inveclives  to  it. 
You  fpoil'd  the  youth  to  make  a  poet. 
In  common  jullice,  Sir,   there's  no  man 
That  makes  the  whore,  but  keeps  the  woman. 
Among  all  honell  chriftian  people. 
Whoe'er  breaks  limbs  maintains  the  cripple. 

The  fum  of  all  I  have  to  fay. 
Is,  that  you'd  put  me  in  fome  way  j 
x^.d  your  petitioner  fiiail  pray— » 


There's 
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There's  one  thing  more  I  had  almofl  flipt. 
But  that  may  do  as  well  in  poftfcript : 
My  friend  Charles  Montague's  *  preferr'd; 
Nor  would  I  have  it  long  obferv'd. 
That  one  moufe  eats,  while  t'other's  ftarv'd. 


Ad  virum  doctissimum  dominum 
S     A    M     U     E    L    E    M       S    H    A    Vf , 

CUM     THESE?     DE     ICTERO     PRO   GRADU    DOCTORIS 
DKFENDERET,    4  JuNII,     1692. 

A  HOEBE  potens  fevis  morbis  vel  Isdere  gentes, 

Loefas  folerti  vel  relevare  manu, 
Afpice  tu  decus  hoc  noftrum,  placidufque  faterc 

Indomitus  quantum  profit  in  arte  labor: 
Non  idlerum  poilhac  pellemvc  minaberis  orbi. 

Fortius  hie  juvenis   duiji  medicamen  habet ; 
Mitre  dehinc  iras,  &  nato  carmina  dona  ; 

Negledum  telum  dejice,  fume  lyram. 

*  See  Vol.  I.  p.  %0. 


TRAN- 
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TRANSLATION.    ByMr.  CooKB. 

yj\  PHOEBUS,  deity,  whofe  powerful  hand 
Can  fpread  difeafes  through  the  joyful  land. 
Alike  all-powerful  to  relieve  the  pain. 
And  bid  the  groaning  nations  fmile  again ; 
When  this  our  pride  you  fee,  confefs  you  find 
In  him  what  art  can  do  with  labour  join'd  : 
No  more  the  world  thy  diieful  threats  fhall  fear. 
While  he,  the  youth,  our  remedy  is  near: 
Supprefs  thy  ragej  with  verfe  thy  fon  infpire, 
The  dart  neglefted,  to  afiume  the  lyre. 


On  the  Taking  of  N  A  M  U  R. 

1  HE  town  which  Louis  bought,  NafTau  re-claims. 
And  brings  inftead  of  bribes  avenging  flames. 
Now,  Louis,  take  thy  titles  from  above, 
Boileau  fhall  fing,  and  we'll  believe  thee  Jove: 
Jove  gain'd  his  miftrefs  with  alluring  gold. 
But  Jove,  like  thee,  was  impotent  and  old! 
Aftive  and  young  did  he  like  William  Hand, 

He  'ad  Itunn'd  the  dame,  his  thunder  in  his  hand. 


ODE; 
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ODE; 

In  Imitation  of  Ho  R  ACE,    3  Od.  ii, 
Written  in  1692.. 

I. 

IrloW  long,  deluded  Albion,  wilt  thou  lie 
In  the  lethargic  fleep,  the  fad  repofe. 

By  which  thy  clofe,  thy  conftant  enemy. 
Has  foftly  lull'd  thee  to  thy  woes? 

Or  wake,  degenerate  ifle,  or  ceafe  to  own 

What  thy  own  kings  in  Gallic  camps  have  done; 

The  fpoils  they  brought  thee  back,  the  crowns  they 
won  : 

William  (fo  fate  requires)  again  is  arm'd  ; 

Thy  father  to  the  field  is  gone : 

Again  Maria  weeps  her  abfent  lord, 

For  thy  repofe  content  to  rule  alone. 
Are  thy  enervate  fons  not  yet  alarm'd? 
When  William  fights  dare  they  look  tamely  on. 
So  flow  to  get  their  ancient  fate  reftcr'd, 

As  nor  to  melt  at  Beauty's  t^ars,  nor;  follow  Valour's 

fword  f 

II.  See 
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ir. 

See  the  repenting  ifle  awakes. 
Her  vicious  chains  the  generous  goddefs  breaks; 
The  fogs  around  her  temples  are  difpell'd ; 
Abroad  flie  looks,  and  fees  arm'd  Belgia  ftand 
Prepar'd  to  meet  their  common  Lord's  command; 
Her  lions  roaring  by  her  fide,  her  arrows  in  her  hand : 
And,  blufliiug  to  have  been  fo  long  with-held. 
Weeps  off  her  crime,  and  haftens  to  the  field : 
Henceforth  her  youth  fliall  be  inur'd  to  bear 

Hazardous  toil  and  aftive  war: 
To  march  beneath  the  dog-ftar's  raging  heat. 
Patient  of  fummer's  drought,  and  martial  fweat; 
And  only  grieve  in  winter's  camps  to  find 
Its  days  too  (hort  for  labours  they  defign'd : 
All  night  beneath  hard  heavy  arms  to  watch; 
All  day  to  mount  the  trench,  to  ftorm  the  breach; 

And  all  the  rugged  paths  to  tread. 

Where  William  and  his  virtue  lead. 

iir. 

Silence  is  the  foul  of  war; 
Deliberate  counfel  mult  prepare 
The  mighty  work,  which  valour  muft  compleat; 
Thus  William  refcued,  thus  preferves  the  Hate  ; 

Thus  teaches  us  to  think  and  dare. 
As  whilft  his  cannon  juil  prepar'd  to  breathe 

Avenging  anger  and  fwift  death, 
In  the  tried  metal  the  clofe  dangers  glow. 

And 
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And  now,  too  late,  the  dying  foe 
Perceives  the  flame,  yet  cannot  ward  the  blow ; 
So  whim  in  William's  breaft  ripe  ccunfels  lie. 

Secret  and  fure  as  brooding  fate. 

No  more  of  his  delign  appears. 

Than  what  awakens  Gallia's  fears  ; 
And  (though  Guilt's  eye  can  lliarply  penetrate), 

Diftrafted  Lewis  can  defcry 
Only  a  long  unmeafur'd  ruin  nigh. 

IV. 
Ojn  Norman  coafls  and  banks  of  frighted  Seine 

Lo  !  the  impending  ftorms  begin  : 
Britannia  fafely  through  her  mailer's  fca, 

Plows  up  her  viftorious  way. 
The  French  Salmoneus  throws  his  bolts  in  vain, 
Whilit  the  true  Thunderer  aflerts  the  main  : , 
'Tis  done !   to  fhelves  and  rocks  his  fleets  retire, 

Swift  viftory  in  vengeful  flames 
Burns  dov/n  the  pride  of  their  prefumptuous  names: 
They  run  to  ihipwreck  to  avoid  our  fire. 
And  the  torn  veflels  that  regain  their  coafl 
Are  but  fad  marks  to  Ihev,'  the  rell  are  loft  : 
All  this  the  mild,  the  beauteous.  Queen  has  done. 
And  William's  fofterlTalf  (hakes  Lewis'  throne: 

Maria  does  the  fea  command 
Whllfl  Gallia  (lies  her  huiband's  arms  by  land. 
So,  the  Sun  abfent,  v/ith  full  fway  the  Moon 
Governs  the  ifle  and  rules  the  waves  alone : 
So  Juno  thunders  when  her  Jove  is  gone. 
Vol.  II.  1  lo 
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lo  Britannia!  loofe  thy  ocean's  chains, 
Whilll  Ruflel  ftrikes  the  blow  thy  queen  ordains; 
Thus  refcued,  thus  rever'd,  for  ever  fland. 
And  blefs  the  counfel,  and  reward  the  hand, 
lo  Britannia!  thy  Maria  reigns. 
V. 
From  Mary's  conqnefls,  and  the  refcued  main, 
Let  France  look  back  to  Sambre's  armed  fhore. 
And  boaft  her  joy  for  William's  death*  no  morCc. 
He  lives;  let  France  confefs,  the  viftor  lives: 
Her  triumphs  for  his  death  were  vain, 
And  fpoke  her  terror  of  his  life  too  plain. 
The  mighty  years  begin,  the  day  draws  nigh. 
In  which  that  one  of  Lewis'  many  wives. 
Who,    by  the  baleful  force  of  guilty  charms. 
Has  long  enthrall'd  him  in  her  wither'd  arms. 
Shall  o'er  the  plains,  from  diftant  towers  on  high, 

*  At  the  battle  of  Boyne  King  William  being  {lightly 
wounded  with  a  cannon  ball,  a  report  was  fpread  which 
jeached  France,  that  he  was  killed  ;  "  And  upon  it,"  fays 
Biftiop  Burnet,  "  there  were  more  public  rejoicings,  than 
*'  had  been  ufual  upon  their  greateft  viflories:  Which  gave 
**  that  court  afterwards  a  vaft  confufion,  when  they  knew 
*'  that  he  was  ftill  alive  5  and  faw,  that  they  had  raifed  in 
*'  their  own  people  a  high  opinion  of  him  by  their  inhu- 
*«  man  joy,  when  they  believed  him  dead.  HISTORY  OF 
*'  HIS  OWN  TIMES,  Vol.  3.  p.  68. 
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Cafl  around  her  mournful  eye. 

And  with  prophetic  forrow  cry  : 
*'   Why  does  my  ruin'J  lord  retard  his  flight  ? 
Why  does  defpair  provoke  his  age  to  fight  ? 
As  well  the  wolf  may  venture  to  engage 
The  angry  lion's  generous  rage  ; 
The  ravenous  vulture,  and  the  bird  of  night, 
As  fafely  tempt  the  Hooping  eagle's  flight  ; 
As  Lewis  to  unequal  arms  defy 
Yon'  hero,  crown'd  with  blooming  vi^Sory, 
Juft  triumphing  o'er  rebel-rage  reitrain'd, 

And  yet  unbreath'd  from  battles  gain'd. 
See  !  all  yon'  dufty  field's  quite  cover'd  o'er 
With  hollile  troops,  and  Orange  at  their  head  ; 

Orange,  dellin'd  to  complete 

The  great  defigns  of  labouring  Fate  ; 

Orange,  the  name  that  tyrants  dread  : 
He  comes  ;    our  ruin'd  empire  is  no  more ; 
Down,  like  the  Perfian,    goes  the  Gallic  throne  ; 
Darius  flies,  young  Ammon  urges  on." 

VI. 
Now  from  the  dubious  battle's  mingled  heat. 
Let  Fear  look  back,  and  lb-etch  her  hally  wing. 
Impatient  to  fecure  a  bafe  retreat : 
Let  the  pale  cov/ard  leave  his  wounded  king, 

For  the  vile  privilege  to  breathe. 
To  live  with  fliame  in  dread  of  glorious  death  ! 
In  vain  :  for  Fate  has  fwifter  wings  than  Fear, 
She  follows  hard,  and  ftrlkes  him  in  the  rear; 

I  2  Dying 
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Dying  and  mad  the  traitor  bites  the  ground. 

His  back  tranfix'd  with  a  diflionell  wound  ; 

While  through  the  fierceft  troops,  and  thickell  prefs, 

'  Virtue  carries  on  fuccefs  ; 
Whilft  equal  Heaven  guards  the  dlftinguifli'd  brave. 
And  armies  cannot  hurt  whom  angels  fave, 

VII. 
Virtue  to  verfe  immortal  luftre  gives. 
Each  by  the  other's  mutual  friendfhip  lives  ; 
jiEneus  fufter'd,  and  Achilles  fought, 
The  Hero's  afts  enlarg'd  the  Poet's  thought. 
Or  Virgil's  majelly,  and  Homer's  rage. 
Had  ne'er  like  lafting  nature  vanquifh'd  age. 
Whilft  Lewis  then  his  rifing  terror  drowns 

With  drum's  alarms,  and  trumpets'  founds, 
Whilft,  hid  in  arm'd  retreats  and  guarded  towns. 

From  danger  as  from  honour  far. 
He  bribes  clofe  murder  againft  open  war : 

In  vain  you  Gallic  Mufes  ftrive 
With  labour'd  verfe  to  keep  his  fame  alive  : 
Your  mouldering  monuments  in  vain  ye  raife 
On  the  weak  bafis  of  the  tyrant's  praife : 
Your  fongs  are  fold,  your  numbers  are  profane, 

'Tis  incenfe  to  an  idol  given. 

Meat  ofFer'd  to  Prometheus'  man 

That  had  no  foul  from  Heaven. 
Againft  his  will,  you  chain  your  frighted  king 

On  rapid  Rhine's  divided  bed  j 
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And  mock  your  hero,  whilft  ye  fing 

The  wounds  for  which  he  never  bled  ; 
Fallhood  does  poifon  on  your  praife  diffufe. 
And  Lewis'  fear  gives  death  to  Boileau's  Mufc. 

VIII. 
On  its  own  worth  true  majefty  is  rear'd 

And  virtue  is  her  own  reward  ; 
With  folid  beams  and  native  glory  bright. 
She  neither  darknefs  dreads,  nor  covets  light  ; 
True  to  herfelf,  and  fix'd.to  inborn  laws. 
Nor  funk  by  fpight,  nor  lifted  by  applaufe. 
She  from  her  fettled  orb  leoks  calmly  down. 
On  life  or  deatn,  a  prifon  or  a  crown. 
When  bound  in  double  chains  poor  Belgia  lay. 
To  foreign  arms  and  inward  ftrife  a  prey, 
Whilft  one  good  man  buoy'd  up  her  finking  ftate, 
And  Virtue  labour'd  againft  Fate  ; 
When  Fortune  bafely  with  Ambition  join'd. 
And  all  was  conquer'd  but  the  patriot's  mind; 

When  ftorms  let  loofe,  and  raging  feas, 
full  ready  the  torn  veffel  to  o'erwhelm, 
Forc'd  not  the  faithful  pilot  from  his  helm. 
Nor  all  the  Syren  fongs  of  future  peace. 
And  dazzling  profpecl  of  a  promis'd  crown, 

Could  lure  his  llubborn  virtue  down  ; 
But  againft  charms,   and  threats,    and  hell,  he  Hood, 

To  that  which  was  feverely  good  j 

1 3  Then, 


118  POEMS         OF 

Then,  had  no  trophies  juftified  his  faihe. 
No  Poet  bleft  his  fong  with  Naliau's  name. 
Virtue  alone  did  all  that  honour  bring. 
And  Heaven  as  plainly  pointed  out  The  Kino, 
As  when  he  at  the  altar  ilood 
In  all  his  types  and  robes  of  power, 
Whiift  at  hib  i'eet  religious  Britain  bow'd, 
And  ovvn'd  him  next  to  what  we  there  adore. 

IX. 
Say,  joyful  Maefe,  and  Boyne's  viiSlorious  flood, 
(For  each  has  inixt  his  waves  with  royal  blood) 
When  William's  armies  pad,  did  he  retire. 
Or  view  from  far  the  battle's  diitant  fire  ? 
Could  he  believe  his  perfon  was  too  dear  ? 
Or  ufe  his  greatnefs  to  conceal  his  fear  r 
Could  prayers  or  fighs  the  dauntlefs  hero  move  ? 
Arm'd  with  Heaven's  juftice,   and  his  people's  love. 
Through  the  firit  waves  he  wing'd  his  venturous  Xvay, 

And  on  the  adverfe  fhore  arofe, 
(Ten  thoufand  flying  deaths  in  vain  oppofe). 

Like  the  great  Ruler  of  the  day. 
With  ftrength  and  fwiftnefs  mounting  from  the  fea; 
Like  him  all  day  he  toil'd?  but  long  in  night 
The  god  had  eas'd  his  wearied  light. 
Ere  vengeance  left  the  ftubhorn  foes. 
Or  William's  labours  found  repofe  ! 
When  his  troops  faulter'd,  ftept  not  he  between  ? 
E.eIlor'd  the  dubious  fight  again, 

MarkM 
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Mark'd  out  the  coward  that  durft  fly, 

And  led  the  fainting  brave  to  Viclory  ? 

Still  as  Ihe  fled  him,  did  he  not  overtd:e 
Her  doubtful  courfe,  Hill  brought  her  bleeding  back  ? 
By  his  keen  fword  did  not  the  boldeft  fall  ? 
Was  he  not  king,  commander,  foldier,  all  ?— 
His  dangers  fuch  as,  with  becoming  dread. 
His  fubjedls  yet  unborn  fliall  weep  to  read  ? 
And  were  not  thofe  the  only  days  that  e'er 

The  pious  prince  refus'd  to  hear 
His  friends'  advices,  or  his  fubjedls  prayer? 

X. 
Where'er  old  Rhine  his  fruitful  water  turns. 
Or  fills  his  vafTals'  tributary  urns ; 
To  Belgia's  fav'd  dominions,  and  the  fea, 
Whofe  righted  waves  i-ejoice  in  William's  fway  ; 
Is  there  a  town  where  children  are  not  taught, 
Here  Holland  profper'd,  for  here  Orange  fought ; 
Through  rapid  waters,  and  through  flying  fire. 
Here  ru/h'd   the  prince,  here   made   whole   France 

retire  / 
By  different  nations  be  his  valour  bleft. 
In  different  languages  confeft  : 
And  then  let  Shannon  fpeak  the  reH'. 
Let  Shannon  fpeak,  how  on  her  wondering  fhore. 
When  Coijiquell  hovering  on  his  arms  did  wait. 
And  only  aik'd  fome  lives  to  bribe  her  o'er; 
The  god-like  man,  the  more  than  conqueror. 
With  high  contempt  fent  back  the  fpecious  bait  ; 
1 4.  And, 
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And,  fcorning  glory  at  a  price  too  great, 
With  fo  much  power,  fuch  piety  did  join, 

As  made  a  perfeft  virtue  foar 

A  pitch  unknown  to  man  before  ; 
And  'ifici  Shannon's  waves  o'er  thofe  of  Boyne, 
XL 

Nor  do  his  fubjefls  only  (hare 
The  profperous  fruits  of  his  indulgent  reign  ; 
His  enemies  approve  the  pious  war. 
Which,  with  their  weapon,  takes  away  their  chain. 
More  than  his  fword  his  goodnefs  llrikes  his  foes  : 
They  blefs  his  arms,  and  figh  they  mufl  oppofe. 
Juftice  and  freedom  on  his  conqucfts  wait ; 
And  'tis  for  man's  delight  that  he  is  great : 
Succeeding  times  iliall  with  long  joy  contend. 
If  he  were  more  a  viftor,  or  a  friend  : 
So  much  his  courage  and  his  mercy  ftrive, 
He  wounds  to  cure,  and  conquers  to  forgive, 

XII. 
Ye  heroes,  that  have  fought  your  country's  caufe, 
Redrefs'd  her  injuries,  or  form'd  her  laws. 
To  my  adventurous  fong  juft  witnefs  bear, 
Affift  the  pious  Mufe,  and  hear  her  fwear  ; 
That  'tis  no  Poet's  thought,  no  flight  of  youth. 

But  folid  ftory,  and  feverell  truth. 
That  William  treafures  up  a  greater  name, 
Than  any  country,  any  age,  can  boaft  : 
And  all  that  ancient  ilock  of  fame 
lis  did  from  his  fore-fathers  take, 


He 


M.        PRIOR.  i«i 

lie  has  improved,  and  gives  with  interell  back; 
And  in  his  conllellation  does  unite 
Their  fcatter'd  rays  of  fainter  light : 
Above  or  Envy's  lafli,  or  Fortune's  wheel 

That  fettled  glory  fhall  for  ever  dwell  : 
Above  the  rolling  orbs,  and  common  fky. 

Where  nothing  comes  that  e'er  fliall  die. 

XIII. 

Where    roves    the   Mufe?    Where,     though tiefs  to 
return, 

Is  her  fliort-Hv'd  ve/Tel  borne. 
By  potent  winds  too  fubjeft  to  be  toft. 
And  in  the  fea  of  William's  praifes  loft  ? 
Nor  let  her  tempt  that  deep,  nor  make  the  fhore. 

Where  our  abandon'd  )  outh  (he  fees, 
Shipwreck'd  in  luxury,  and  loft  in  eafe; 
"Vyhom  nor  Britannia's  danger  can  alarm. 

Nor  William's  exemplary  virtue  warm  : 
Tell  them,  howe'er,  the  king  can  yet  forgive 
Their  guilty  floth,  their  homage  yet  receive. 

And  le):  their  wounded  honour  live  : 
But  fare  and  fudden  be  their  juft  remorfe ; 
Swift  be  their  virtue's  rife,  and  ftrong  its  courfe ; 
For  thoygh  for  certain  years  and  deftin'd  times. 

Merit  has  lain  confus'd  with  crimes  ; 
Though  Jove  feem'd  negligent  of  human  cares, 
J^or  fcourg'd  our  follies,  nor  return'd  our  prayers. 

His 
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His  juftice  now  demands  the  equal  fcales. 
Sedition  is  fupprefs'd,  and  truth  prevails  : 
Fate  its  great  ends  by  flow  degrees  attains, 
And  Europe,  is  redeem'd,  and  William  reigns. 


PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN       BY. 

LORD        BUCK    HURST, 

IN    WESTMINSTER    SCHOOL, 

AT     A     REPRESENTATION    OF     MR.     DRYDEn's 
CLEOMENES,   AT   CHRISTMAS,   MDCXCV. 

X   ISH,  lord,  I  wifli  this  prologue  was  but  Greek, 
Then  young  Clecnidas  would  boldly  fpeak  : 
But  can  lord  Buckhurft  in  poor  Englifli  fay. 
Gentle  fpciflators,  pray  excufe  the  playf 
Ko,  witnefs  all  ye  gods  of  ancient  Greece, 
Rather  than  condefcend  to  terms  like  thefe, 
I  'd  go  to  fchool  fix  hours  on  Chriftmas-day, 
Or  conftrue  Perfius  while  my  comrades  play. 
Such  work  by  hireling  aftors  fhould  be  done. 
Who  tremble  when  they  fee  a  critic  frown. 
Poor  rogues,  that  fmart  like  fencers  for  their  bread. 
And,  if  they  are  not  wounded,  are  not  fed. 

But, 
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But,   firs,  our  labour  has  more  noble  ends. 
We  a£l  our  tragedy  to  fee  our  friends  : 
Our  generous  fcenes  are  for  pure  love  repeated. 
And  if  you  are  not  pleas'd,  at  leaft  you  're  treated. 
The  candles  and  tlie  cloaths  ourfelves  we  bought. 
Our  tops  neglefted,  and  our  balls  forgot. 
To  learn  our  parts,  we  left  our  midnight  bed, 
Moft  of  you  fnor'd  whilft  Cleomenes  read  ; 
Not  that  from  this  confefiion  we  would  fue 
Praife  undeferv'd  ;  we  know  ourfelves  and  you: 
Refolv'd  to  Hand  or  perifli  by  our  caufe. 
We  neither  cenfure  fear,  nor  beg  applaufe. 
For  thefe  are  Weltminller  and  Sparta's  laws. 
Yet,  if  we  fee  fome  judgment  well  inclin'd. 
To  young  defert,   and  growing  virtue  kind. 
That  critic  by  ten  thoufand  marks  ihould  know. 
That  greateft  fouls  to  gcodnefs  only  bow  ; 
And  that  your  little  hero  does  inherit 
Not  Cleonies'  more  than  Dorfet's  fpirit. 


T    H    £ 
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THE 

SECRETARY. 

WRITTEN   AT  THE    HAGUE,    MDCXCVI. 

VV  HILE  with  labour  affiduous  due  pleafure  I  mix, 
And  in  one  day  atone  for  the  bufii\efs  of  fix. 
In  a  little  Dutch  chaife  on  a  Saturday  night. 
On  my  left-hand  my  Horace,  a  nymph  on  my  right : 
No  memoh's  to  compofe,  and  no  poR-boy  to  move. 
That  on  Sunday  may  hinder  the  foftnefs  of  love; 
For  her,  neither  vifits,  nor  parties  at  tea. 
Nor  the  long-winded  cant  of  a  dull  refugee. 
This  night  and  the  next  Hiall  be  her's,  and  be  mine. 
To  good  or  ill-fortune  the  third  we  refign  : 
Thus  fcorning  the  world,  and  fuperior  to  fate, 
I  drive  on  my  car  in  proceffional  ftate. 
So  with  Phia  through  Athens  Piiiilratus  rode; 
3\Ien  thought  her  Minerva,  and  him.  a  new  god. 
But  why  ihould  I  ftories  of  ^Athens  rehearfe. 
Where  people  knew  love,  and  were  partial  to  verfe; 
Since  none  can  with  juftice  my  pleafures  oppofe. 
In  Holland  Ralf  drowned  in  intereft  and  profe  ? 
By  Greece  and  pafl  ages  what  need  I  be  tried, 
V/hen  The  Hague  and  the  prefent  are  both  on  my 
fide  ? 

And 
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And  is  It  enough  for  the  joys  of  the  day, 
To  think  what  Anacreon  or  Sappho  would  fay  ? 
When  good  Vandergoes,  and  his  provident  Vrow, 
As  they  gaze  on  my  triumph,  do  freely  allow. 
That,  fearch  all  the  province,  you  'II  find  no  man 

dar  is. 
So  bleil  as  the  Englilhen  Heer  Secretar'  is. 


THE 

REMEDY 

WORSE        THAN 

THE         DISEASE, 

1  S  E  N  T  for  Ratcliffe  ;  was  fo  ill. 
That  other  doftors  gave  me  over  :    • 

He  felt  my  pulfe,  prefcrib'd  his  pill. 
And  I  was  likely  to  recover. 

But,  when  the  wit  began  to  wheeze, 
And  wine  had  warm'd  the  politician, 

Cur'd  yefterday  of  my  dife.-'.fe, 
I  dy'd  laft  night  of  my  phyfician. 


UPON 
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UPON   THIS   PASSAGE    IN   THE   SCALIGERIANA. 

"  Les  Allemans  ne  ce  foucient  pas  quel  Vin  ils  bolvent 
"  pourveu  que  ce  foit  Vin,  ni  quel  Latin  ils  parlent 
*'  pourveu  que  ce  foit  Latin." 

VV  HEN  you  with  High-Dutch  Heeren  dine, 
Expeft  falfe  Latin,  and  llumm'd  wine  ; 
They  never  tafte  who  always  drink  ; 
They  always  talk,  who  never  think. 


T    o       A 

CHILD     OF      (QUALITY, 

FIVE    YEARS    OLD,    MDCCIV. 
THE       AUTHOR       THEN       FORTY. 
I. 

-LiORDS,  knights,  and  'fquires,  the  numerous  band. 
That  wear  the  fair  Mifs  Mary's  fetters, 

Were  fummon'd  by  her  high  command. 
To  Ihevv  their  paflions  by  their  letters. 

IL  My 
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II. 

My  pen  among  the  reft  I  took. 

Left  thofe  bright  eyes  that  cannot  read 
Should  dart  their  kindling  fires,  and  look 

The  power  they  have  to  be  obey'd. 
III. 
Nor  quality,  nor  reputation. 

Forbid  me  yet  my  flame  to  tell. 
Dear  five  years  old  befriends  my  pafilon. 

And  I  may  write  till  fhe  can  fpell. 
IV. 
For,  while  (he  makes  her  filk-worms  beds 

With  all  the  tender  things  I  fwear  ; 
Whilft  all  the  houfe  my  paffion  reads. 

In  papers  round  her  baby's  hair  ; 
V. 
She  may  receive  and  own  my  flame, 

For,  though  the  ftridteft  prudes  fliould  know  It, 
She  '11  pafs  for  a  moft  virtuous  dame, 

And  I  for  an  unhappy  poet. 
VI. 
Then  too,  alas  !  when  flie  (hall  tear 

The  lines  fome  younger  rival  fends; 
She  '11  give  me  leave  to  write,  I  fear,  - 

And  we  lliall  Hill  continue  friends. 
VIL 
For,  as  our  different  ages  move, 

'Tis  fo  ordain'd,   (would  Fate  but  mend  it !) 
That  I  fliall  be  paft  making  love, 

When  Ihe  begins  to  comprehend  it, 

PAR. 
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PARTIAL        FAME, 
I. 

JL  H  E  ihirdy  man,  if  he  in  love  obtains. 
In  open  pomp  and  triumph  reigns  : 
The  fubtile  Woman,  if  fhe  fliould  fucceed, 
Difowns  the  honour  of  the  deed. 

11. 
Though  He,  for  all  his  boaft,  is  forc'd  to  yield. 
Though  ihe  can  always  keep  the  field: 
He  vaunts  his  conqueft,  flie  conceals  her  fliame; 
How  partial  is  the  voice  of  Fame ! 


TO         C     H    L    O    E. 

W  HILST  I  am  fcorched  with  hot  defire. 
In  vain  cold  friendfhip  you  return  ; 

Your  drops  of  pity  on  my  fire, 
Alas !  but  make  it  fiercer  burn. 

Ah  !  would  you  have  the  flame  fuppreft. 
That  kills  the  heart  it  heats  too  fall. 

Take  half  my  paflion  to  your  breaft  ; 
The  reft  in  luine  ihali  ever  lait. 


T  O 
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TO        THE 

R I  a  H  T   Honourable 

The  Countess  Dowager  of  D  E  V  O  N  S  H  IR  E, 

ON        A 

Piece     of     WIESSE  N's, 
Whereon  were  all  her  Grandsons  painted. 


Wi 


I  E  S  S  E  N  *  and  Nature  held  a  long  contcft. 
If  She  created,  or  He  painted  bell ; 
With  pleafing  thought  the  wondrous  combat  grew» 

•  WJllIam  WiciTen,  an  eminent  portrait  painter,  born 
at  the  Hague  in  1636.  He  learned  the  art  of  painting 
from  Dodoens,  and  after  feme  timefpent  witli  him,  vifited 
England,  and  improved  hiinfilf  under  Sir  Peter  Lei)', 
whofe  manner  he  imitated  with  fuccel's.  "  He  had  the. 
"  honour,"  fays  Mr.  Pilkington,  "  to  be  competitor  with 
"  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller,  though  the  fuperiority  was  ai- 
"  lowed  to  the  latter,  on  account  of  that  dignity  and  air 
"  which  Kneller  generally  gave  to  his  portraits  ;  however, 
"  the  real  merit  of  WijfTen  as  an  artift,  as  alfo  the  poliie- 
"  nefs  of  his  manner?,  feciired  to  him  the  elleem  of  the , 
'•  great,  and  provided  him  employment  as  long  as  lie 
*•  lived."  Dictionary  of  Painters,  410,  1770,  p.  695. 
He  died  16S7. 
.    Vol.  II.  K  Sha, 
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She,  ftill  form'd  fairer;  He,   ftill  lik^-r  drew,. 
In  thefe  feven  brethren,   they  contended  Lift, 

With  art  increas'd,   their  utmoll  fkill  they  tried,. 
And,  both  well  pleas'd  they  liad  themfelves  furpafs'd 

The  Goddefs  triumph'd,  and  the  Painter  dy'd. 
That  both,   their  fkill  to  this  vaft  height  did  raife, 
Be  ours  the  wonder,  and  be  yours  the  praife  : 
For  here,  as  in  fome  glafs,   is  well  defcry'd 
f)nly  yourfelf  thus  often  multiply'd. 
"When  Heaven  had  You  and  gracious  Anna  *  made, 
What  more  exalted  beauty  could  it  add  ? 
Having  no  nobler  images  in  ftore,. 
It  but  kept  up  to  thefe,  nor  couJd  do  more 
'I'han  copy  well  what  it  had  fram'd  before. 
If  in  dear  Burghley's  generous  face  we  fee 
Obliging  truth  and  handfome  honefty  : 
With  all  that  world"  of  charms,  which  foon  will  move 
Reverence  in  men,  and  in  the  fair-ones  love  : 
His  every-  grace,  his  fair  defcent  aflures. 
He  has  his  mother's  beauty,   fhe  has  yours  t 
If  every  Cecil's  face  had  e\ery  charm, 
That  thought  can  fancy,  or  that  Heaven  can  form  r 
Their  beauties  all  become  your  beauty's  due, 
They  ar-e  all  fair,  becaufe  they're  all  like  you. 
If  every  Ca'ndilh  great  and  charming  look  ; 
From  you  that  air,  from  you  the  charms  they  took  . 
In  their  each  limb,  your  image  is  exprell ; 
But  on  their  brow  hrm  courage  Hands  confell ; 

*  Eldeft  daughter  of  the  Conntefs. 

There,.. 
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There,  their  great  father,   by  a  llrong  increafe. 
Adds  ftrength  to  beauty,  and  compleats  the  piece  : 
Thus  ftill  your  beauty,  in  your  fens,  we  view, 
WiefTen  feven  times  one  great  perfeftion  drew  ; 
Whoever  fat,  the  pidlure  ftill  is  you. 

So  when  the  parent-fun,  with  genial  beams. 
Has  animated  many  goodly  gems. 
He  fees  himfelf  improv'd,  while  every  ftone, 
With  a  refembling  light,  refledts  a  fun. 

So  when  great  Rhea  many  births  had  given > 
Such  as  might  govern  earth,  and  people  Heaven  ; 
Her  glory  grew  difFus'd,  and  fuller  known, 
She  faw  the  Deity  in  every  fon  : 
And  to  what  God  foe'er  men  altars  rais'd, 
Honouring  the  offspring,  they  the  mother  praisM. 

In  fhort-liv'd  charms  let  others  place  their  joys, 
Which  ficknefs  blafts,  and  certain  age  deftroys  : 
Your  ftronger  beauty  Time  can  ne'er  deface, 
'Tis  ftill  renew'd,  and  ftamp'd  in  all  your  race. 

Ah  !  Wieflen,  had  thy  art  been  fo  refin'd. 
As  with  their  beauty  to  have  drawn  their  mind  : 
Through  circling  years  thy  labours  would  furvire, 
And  living  rules  to  faireft  virtue  give, 
To  men  unborn  and  ages  yet  to  live : 
'Twould  ftill  be  wonderful,  and  ftill  be  new, 
Againft  what  time,  cr  fpite,  or  fate,  could  do  j 
Till  thine  confus'd  with  Nature's  pieces  lie. 
And  Cavendlfti's  n;ame  and  Cecil's  honour  die. 

K2  A  FABLE 
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A 

FABLE    FROM    PHiEDRDS. 

TO       THE 

Author    of   the    MEDLEY  *,     1710. 

J.    HE  Fox  an  actor's  vizard  found, 

And  peer'd,  and  felt,  and  turn'd  It  round  ;- 
Then  threw  it  in  contempt  away. 
And  thus  old  Phsdrus  heard  him  fay  : 
*'  What  noble  part  canft  thou  fuftain, 
*'  Thou  fpecious  head  without  a  brain  r" 


On  MY  BIRTH-DAY,  July  21, 
J. 

A   My  dear,    was  born  to-day,. 

So  all  my  jolly  comrades  fay  ; 
They  bring  me  mufick,  wreathe,  and  mirth, 
And  alk  to  celebrate  my  birth : 

*  A  periodical  paper  by  OKlmixon,  Mavr.waring,  and 
oihtis,  let  up  in  oppolition  to  ihe  Examintr. 

Little, 
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Little,  alas  !  my  comrades  know, 
I'hat  I  was  born  to  pain  and  woe^ 
To  thy  denial,  to  thy  fcorn  ; 
Better  I  had  ne'er  been  born, 
T  wifh  to  die  ev'n  whilft  I  fay, 
I,  my  dear,  was  born  to-day. 

11. 
I,  my  dear,  was  born  to-day. 
Shall  I  falute  the  rifing  ray  ? 
Well-fpring  of  all  my  joy  and  woe, 
Clotilda  *,  thou  alone  doll  know  : 
Shall  the  wreath  furround  my  hair  ? 
Or  fliall  the  mufick  pleafe  my  ear  ? 
Shall  I  my  comrades  mirth  receive. 
And  blefs  my  birth,  and  wilh  to  live  ? 
Then  let  me  fee  great  Venus  chace 
Imperious  anger  from  thy  face  ; 
Then  let  me  hear  thee  fmiling  fay. 
Thou,  my  dear,  wert  born  to-day. 


H. 


EXTEMPORE. 


N 


OBLES  and  Heralds,  by  yom- leave. 

Here  lies  what  once  was  Matthew  Prior ; 
The  fon  of  Adam  and  of  Eve, 
■.Can  Bourbon  or  Naflau  claim  higher  ? 

o 

*  Mrs.  Anne  Diuhain. 

K  ^  For 
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For  my  own  MONUMENT. 
I. 


A 


S  dodlors  give  phyfick  by  way  of  prevention. 

Mat,  alive  and  in  health,  of  his  tomb-ftone 

took  care ; 

For  delays  arc  unfafe,  and  his  pious  intention 

Mayh?.p!y  be  never  fultill'd  by  his  heir. 

II. 

Then  take  Mat's  word  for  it,   the  fculptor  is  paid, 

That  the  figure  is  fine,,  pray  believe  your  own  eye ; 

Yet  credit  but  lightly  what  more  ntiay  be  faid. 

For  we  flatter  ourfelves,  and  teach  marble  to  lie. 

III. 

Yet,  counting  as  far  as  to  fifty  his  years, 

His  virtues  and  vices  were  as  other  men's  are ; 

High  hopes  he  conceiv'd,  and   he  fmother'd  great 

fears. 

In  life  party-colour'd,  half  pleafure,  half  care. 

IV. 

Nor  to  bufinefs  a  drudge,  nor  to  fadlion  a  flave. 

He  flrove  to  make  intereft  and  freedom  agree  ; 

In  public  employments  induflrious  and  grave. 

And   alone   with   his    fiicnds,  lord,    how  merry 

vashel 

Now 


M.        PRIOR,  rss 

V. 

Tnow  in  equipage  ftately,  now  luimbly  on  foot, 

Both  fortunes  he  iry'd,   but  to  neither  would  truft; 
And    whirl'd    in  the  round,   as    the   wheel    turn'd 
about, 
He  found  riches  had  wings,  and  knew  man  was 
hut  dufl. 

VI. 
This  verfe  little  polifh'd,   though  mighty  fincere. 

Sets  neither  his  titles  nor  merit  to  view  ; 
■It  fays  that  his  relicks  coUefted  lie  here. 

And  no  mortal  yet  knows  too  if  this  may  be  true, 
VII. 
Fierce  robbers  there  are  that  infell  the  highway. 

So  Mat  may  be  kill'd,  and  his  bones  never  found; 
JFalfe  witnefs  at  court,   and  fierce  tempefts  at  fea, 
So   Mat   may   yet   chance   to   be  hang'd,  or  be 
drown'd. 

Vllf. 
If  his  bones  lie  in  earth,  roll  in  fea,  fly  in  air. 
To    fate   we   muft   yield,    and    the  thing  is   the 
fame. 
And  if  paffmg  thou  giv'il  him  a  fmile,  or  a  tear. 
He  cares  not— ye.t  pr'jthee  be  kind  to  his  fame^ 


K  4  CUPID 
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U  P  I  D, 


M        B        U        S        H. 


I 


T  oft'  to  many  has  fuccefsful  been. 
Upon  his  arm  to  let  his  miftrefs  lean ; 
Or  wi  h  her  airy  fan  to  cool  her  heat, 
Or  gently  fquceze  her  knees,  or  prefs  her  feet. 
All  public  fports,   to  favour  young  defire. 
With  opportunities  like  this  confpire. 
Ev'n  where  his  Ikill  the  gladiator  fhows. 
With  human  blood  where  the  Arena  flows ; 
There  oftentimes  Love's  quiver-bearing  boy 
Prepares  his  bow  and  arrows  to  dcflroy  : 
While  the  fpedlator  gazes  on  the  fight. 
And  fees  them  wound  each  other  with  delight ; 
While  he  his  pretty  miftrefs  entertains. 
And  wagers  with  her  who  the  conqueft  gain? ; 
Slily  the  God  takes  aim,  and  hits  his  heart. 
And  in  the  wounds  he  fees  he  bears  his  part. 


H  E 
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The    turtle     and    SPARROW. 

An     elegiac     TALE, 
Occafioned  by  the  Death  of  Prince  George,  170S. 

JjEHIND  an  unfrequented  glade. 

Where  yew  and  myrtle  mix  their  fhade, 
A  widow  Turtle  penfive  fat, 
And  wept  her  murder'd  Lover's  fate. 
The  Sparrow  chanc'd  that  way  to  walk 
(A  bird  that  loves  to  chirp  and  talk)  ; 
Be  fure  he  did  the  Turtle  greet ; 
She  anfwer'd  him  as  fhe  thought  meet. 
Sparrows  and  Turtles,   by  the  bye. 
Can  think  as  well  as  you  or  I : 
But  how  they  did  their  thoughts  expref;. 
The  margin  fhews  by  T  and  S. 

T.  My  hopes  are  loft,  my  joys  are  fled ; 
Alas  !  I  weep  Columbo  dead  : 
Come,  all  ye  winged  lovers,  coine. 
Drop  pinks  and  daiiies  on  his  tomb  : 
Sing,  Philomel,  his  funeral  verfe  ; 
Ye  pious  Redbreafts,  deck  his  hearfe  : 
Fair  Swans,  extend  your  dying  throats, 
Columbo's  death  requires  your  notes  : 
^'  For  him,  my  friends,  for  him  I  moan, 

"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

Stretch'd 
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Siretch'd  on  the  bier  Columbo  lies ; 
Pale  are  his  cheeks,   and  clos'd  his  e)'es  ; 
Thofe  cheeks,  where  Beairty  fmiling  lay  ; 
Thofe  eyes,  where  Love  was  us'd  to  plav. 
Ah  !  cruel  Fate,  alas  !  how  foon 
That  beauty  and  thofe  joys  are  flown  ! 

Columbo  is  no  more  :  ye  Floods, 
Bear  the  fad  found  to  dillant  Woods  ; 
The  found  let  'Echo's  voice  reilore, 
And  fay,  Columbo  is  no  more, 
"  Ye  Floods,  ye  Woods,  ye  Echoes,  moan. 
''  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone.'" 

The  Dryads  all  forfoek  the  wood. 
And  mournful  Naiads  round  me  flood. 
The  tripping  Fawns  and  Fairies  came. 
All  confcious  of  our  mutual  flame, 
*'  To  figh  for  him,  with  me  to  moan 
*'  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone.'* 

Venus  difdain'd  not  to  appear. 
To  lend  my  grief  a  friendly  ear  ; 
JBut  what  avails  her  kindnefs  now  ? 
►She  ne'er  Ihall  hear  my  fecond  vow  : 
The  Loves,   that  round  their  Mother  flew. 
Did  in  her  face  her  forrow-s  view ; 
Their  drooping  wings  they  penfive  hung. 
Their  arrows  broke,   their  bows  unllrung; 
They  heard  attentive  what  I  faid. 
And  wept,  with  me,   Columbo  dead  : 
""  For  him  I-figh,  for  him  I  moan, 
•"  My  dear  Coli?mbo.  dead  and  eone." 


^•'  'Ik 
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*•  'Tis  ours  to  weep,"  great  Venus  faid ; 
*'  'Tis  Jove's  alone  to  be  obey'd  : 
*'  Nor  birds  nor  goddefles  can  nnove 
*'  The  juft  behells  of  fatal  Jove  : 
*•  I  faw  thy  mate  with  fad  regret, 
*'  And  curs'd  the  Fowler's  cruel  net; 
*•  Ah,  dear  Columbo  !  how  he  fell, 
**  Whom  Turturella  lov'd  fo  well  ! 
*'  I  faw  him  bleeding  on  the  ground, 
"  The  fight  tore-up  my  ancient  wound  ; 
"  And,  whilft  you  wept,  alas  !  I  cry'd, 
"  Columbo,  and  Adonis  dy'd." 

*'  Weep,  all  ye  flreams  ;  ye  mountains,  groan  5 
**  I  mourn  Columbo,  dead  and  gone; 
**  Still  let  my  tender  grief  complaix:, 
"  Nor  day  nor  night  that  grief  reftrain  :'^ 
I  faid;  and  Venus  ftill  reply'd, 
'*  Columbo  and  Adonis  dy'd." 

S.  Poor  Turturella,  hard  thy  cafe. 
And  juft  thy  tears,  alas,  alas  1 

7*.  And  haft  thou  lov'd ;  and  canft  thou  tear 
With  piteous  heart  a  lover's  care? 
Come  then,  with  me  thy  forrows  join. 
And  eafe  my  woes  by  telling  thine : 
"  For  thou,  poor  bird,  perhaps  may'ft  moan 
*'  Some  PafTerella  dead  and  gone." 

S.  Dame  Turtle,  this  runs  foft  in  rhyme. 
But  neither  fuits  the  place  nor  time  ; 
The  Fowler's  hand,  whofe  cruel  care 
For  dear  Columbo  fet  the  fnare, 

The 
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The  fnare  again  for  thee  may  fet  ; 
Two  birds  may  peri  fa  in  one  net  : 
Thou  fliould'il  avoid  this  cruel  field, 
And  forrovv'  fhoald  to  prudence  yields 

'Tis  fad  to  <lie  ! 

T.  —  It  may  be  fo  ; 
'Tis  fadder  yet,   to  live  in  woe. 

S.  When  widows  ufe  this  canting  llrain. 
They  feera  rcfolv'd  to  wed  again. 

T.  When  widowers  would  this  truth  difprove,. 
They  never  tailed  real  love. 

S,  Love  is  foft  joy  and  gentle  ftrife. 
His  efibrts  all  depend  on  life  : 
When  he  has  thrown  two  golden  darts. 
And  rtruck  the  lovers'  mutual  hearts  ; 
Of  his  black  (hafts  let  Death  fend  one, 
Alas!  the  pleafing  game  is  donej 
111  is  the  poor  furvivor  fped, 
A  corpfe  fcek  mighty  cold  in  bed. 
Venus  faid  right — "   nor  tears  can  move, 
**'  Nor  plaints  revoke  the  will  of  Jove." 

P.W  muft  obey  the  general  doom, 
Down  from  Alcides  to  Tom  Thumb. 
■Grim  Pluto  will  not  be  withilood 
liy  force  or  craft.     Tall  Robinhood, 
As  well  as  Little  John,  is  dead 
•<(You  fee  how  deeply  I  am  read) 
With  Fate's  lean  tipfla  i  none  can  dodge, 
f  Je'll  Bnd  you  out~w,hexe'cr  your  lodge. 

Ajax, 
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AjcLX,   to  fliun  his  general  power, 
in  vain  abfconded  in  a  flower ; 
An  idle  fcene  Tythonus  adled. 
When  to  a  grafshopper  contrafted  ; 
Death  llruck  them  in  thofe  fliapcs  agaiu^ 
As  once  he  did  when  they  were  men. 

For  reptiles  perilh,  plants  decay  ; 
Flefh  is  but  grafs,  grafs  turns  to  hay ; 
And  hay  to  dung,  and  dung  to  clay. 

Thus  heads  extremely  nice  difcover, 
That  folks  may  die  fome  ten  times  over  ; 
But  oft',  by  too  refin'd  a  touch. 
To  prove  things  plain,  they  prove  too  much-, 
Whate'er  Pythagoras  may  Aiy 
(For  each,  you  knov/,  will  have  his  way). 
With  great  fubmiffion  I  pronounce. 
That  people  die  no  more  than  once  : 
But  once  is  fure  :  and  death  is  common 
To  Bird  and  Mau,.  includiag  Woman-; 
From  the  Spread  Eagle  to  the  Wren, 
Alas !  no  mortal  fowl  knows  when  ; 
All  that  wear  feathers  firfl:  or  lafl 
Muft  one  day  perch  on  Charon's  mail  ;■ 
Muft  lie  beneath  the  cyprefs  fhade. 
Where  Strada's  Ni^ghtingale  was  laid  : 
Thofe  fowl  who  feem  alive  to  fit, 
Aflembled  by  Dan  Chaucer's  wit, 
I«  profe  have  flept  three  hundred  year:: 
Exempt  from  worldly  hopes  and  fears. 


And, 
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And,  laid  in  ftate  upon  their  hearfe. 
Are  truly  but  embalm'd  in  verfe  ; 
As  {ut&  as  Lefbia's  Sparrow  I, 
Thou  fure  as  Prior's  Dove,  *  muft  die. 
And  ne'er  again  from  Lethe's  ftreams. 
Return  to  Adige,  or  to  Thames. 

T.  I  therefore  weep  Col  umbo  dead. 
My  hopes  bereav'd,  my  pleafures  fled; 
**  I  therefore  muft  for  ever  moan 
**  My  dear  Columbo  dead  and  gone.'* 

S.  Columbo  never  fees  your  tears. 
Your  cries  Columbo  never  hears  ; 
A  wall  of  brafs,  and  one  of  lead. 
Divide  the  living  from  the  dead. 
Repell'd  by  this,  the  gather'd  rain 
Of  tears  beats  back  to  earth  again  ; 
In  t'  other  the  collefted  found 
Of  groans,  when  once  receiv'd,   is  drown'd. 
'Tis  therefore  vain  one  hour  to  grieve. 
What  Time  itfelf  can  ne'er  retrieve. 
By  nature  foft,  I  know  a  Dove 
Can  never  live  without  her  Love ; 
Then  quit  this  flame,  and  light  another ; 
Dame,  I  advife  you  like  a  brother. 

T.  What,  I  to  make  a  fecond  choice  ! 
In  other  nuptials  to  rejoice  ! 

S.  Why  not,  my  bird  ? 

T.  ~ No,  Sparrow,  no ' 

Let  me  indulge  my  pleafing  woe  : 

•  See  vol.  I.  p.  95, 


Thus 
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Thus  fighing,  cooing,  eafe  my  pain, 
But  never  wifh,  nor  love,   again  : 
Diftrefs'd  for  ever,  let  me  moan 
"  My  dear  Colixmbo,  dead  and  gone," 

S.  Our  winged  frier^ds  through  all  the  grove 
Contemn  thy  mad"  excefs  of  love  : 
I  tell  thee,  IXame,  the  other  day 
I  met  a  Parrot  and  a  Jay, 
Who  mock'd  thee  in  their  mimic  tone. 
And  "  wept  Columbo,  dead  and  gone.'* 

T.  Whate'er  the  Jay  or  Parrot  faid. 
My  hopes  are  loft,  my  joys  are  £ed  ; 
And  I  for  ever  muft  deplore 
"  Columbo  dead  and  gone." — 5.   Encore  t 
For  fhame  !   forfake  this  Bion-Hile, 
We  '11  talk  an  hour,'  and  walk  a  mile. 
Does  it  with  fenfe  or  health  agree. 
To  fit  thus  moping  on  a  tree  ? 
To  throw  away  a  widow's  life. 
When  you  again  may  be  a  wife  r 
Come  on  !    I  '11  tell'  you  my  amours  ; 
Who  knov/s  but  they  may  influence  yours; 
*'  Example  draws  where  precept  fails, 
"  And  fermons  are  lefs  read  than  tales." 

T.   Sparrow,  I  take  thee  for  my  friend. 
As  fuch  will  Jiear  thee  :  I  defcend  ; 
Hop  on,  and  talk  ;  but,  honeft  bir4. 
Take  care  that  no  immoJeft  word 
May  venture  to  oflend  my  car. 

.S'.  Too  faint-like  turtle,  never  ftar  : 

Br 
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By  metliod  things  are  beft  difcours'd. 
Begin  we  then  with  Wife  the  first  : 
A  handfome,  fenfelefs,  awkward  fool, 
Who  would  not  yield,  and  could  not  rule  i 
Her  adlions  did  her  charms  difgrace, 
'  And  ftill  her  tongue  talk'd  of  her  face : 
Count  me  the  leaves  on  yonder  tree. 
So  many  different  wills  had  fhe. 
And,  like  the  leaves,  as  chance  inclin'd, 
Thofe  wills  were  chang'd  with  every  wind; 
She  courted  the  beau-mokde  to-night, 
L' ASS  EM  E  LEE,  her  fupreme  delight ; 
The  next  fhe  fat  immur'd,  unfeen. 
And  in  full  health  enjoy'd  the  fplcen  ; 
She  cenfor'd  that,  fhe  alter'd  this. 

And  with  great  care  fet  all  amifs ; 

She  now  could  chide,  now  laugh,  now  cry. 

Now  fing,  now  pout,  all  God  knows  why  : 

Short  was  her  reign,  Ihe  cough'd,  and  dy'd, 

proceed  wc  to  my  second  bride; 

W^ell-born  fne  v/as,  genteely  bred, 

And  buxom  both  at  board  and  bed  ; 

Glad  to  oblige,  and  pleas'd  to  pleafe. 

And,  as  Tom  Southern  wifely  fays, 

"  No  other  fault  had  fne  in  life, 

**  But  only  that  flie  was  my  wife  *." 

O  widow  Turtle  !   every  flie 

(So  Natiiie's  pkafure  docs  decree) 

*  See  "  Tb.e  Wife's  Excufe,  a  comidy." 

Appears 
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Appears  a  goddefs  till  enjoy'd  ; 
But  Birds,  and  Men,  and  Gods,  are  cloy'd. 
Was  Hercules  one  Woman's  Man  ? 
Or  Jove  for  ever  Leda's  Swan  ? 
Ah  !  madam,  ceafe  to  be  miftaken> 
Few  marry'd  fowl  peck  Dun-mow-bacon. 
Variety  alone  gives  joy. 
The  fweeteft  meats  the  fooneiT:  cloy. 
What  Sparrow-dame,  what  Dove  alive. 
Though  Venus  (hould  the  chariot  drive. 
But  would  accufe  the  harnefs  weight. 
If  always  coupled  to  one  mate  ; 
And  often  wiih  the  fetter  broke  ? 
'Tis  freedom  but  to  change  the  yoke. 
-7'.  Impious  !   to  wifh  to  wed  again, 
Ere  death  diffolv'd  the  former  chain  ! 

S.  Spare  vour  remark^  and  hear  the  refl ; 
She  brought  me  fons ;  but  (Jove  be  bleftl) 
She  dy'd  in  child-bed  on  the  nelT:. 
Well,  reft  her  bones !  quoth  I,  (he  's  gone  ; 
But  muft  I  therefore  lie  alone  ? 
What  !   am  I  to  her  memory  ty'd  ? 
Muft  I  not  live,  becaufe  ihe  dy'd  ? 
And  thus  I  logically  faid 
('Tis  good  to  have  a  reafoning  head  !) 
Is  this  my  wife  ?   Probatur,  not; 
For  death  diffolv'd  ilie  marriage-knot ; 
She  was,   cokcedo,  during  life  ; 
But,  is  a  piece  of  clay  a  wife  ■ 
Vol.  11.  L  Again, 
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Again  ;  if  not,  a  wife,  d'ye  fee^ 

Why  then  no  kin  at  all  to  me  : 

And  he,  who  general  tears  can  fhed 

For  folks  that  happen  to  be  dead. 

May  even  with  equal  juilice  mourn 

for  thofe  who  never  yet  were  born. 

T,   Thofe  points  indeed  you  quaintly  prove  :• 

But  Logick  is  no  friend  to  Love. 

S.  My  children  then  were  jull  pen-feather'd  :. 

Some  little  corn  for  them  I  gather'd. 

And  fent  them  to  my  fpoufe's  mother.; 

So  left  that  brood,  to  get  another  : 

And,  as  old  Harry  whilom  faid^ 

Reflefting  on  Anne  Boleyn  dead, 

Cockfbones!    I  now  again  do  ftand 

The  jollyert  bachelor  i'  th'  land. 

T.  Ah  me  !  my  joys,  my  hopes,  are  fled  j 

My  FIRST,  my  only  love,  is  dead: 

With  endlefs  grief  let  me  bemoan 

Columbo's  lofs  ! 

.S.  —  Let  me  go  on. 
As  yet  my  fortune  v/as  but  narrow, 
I  woo'd  my  coufin  Pliilly  Sparrow, 
O'  th'  elder  houfe  of  Chirping  End, 
From  whence  the  younger  branch  defcend*, 
Well  feated  in  a  field  of  peafe 
She  liv'd,  extremely  at  her  eafe  : 
But,  when  the  honey- moon  was  pafl. 
The  foUowing  nights  were  foon  o'ercaft ; 

She 
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She  kept  her  own,  could  plead  the  law. 
And  quarrel  for  a  barley-ilraw : 
Both,  you  may  judge,  became  lefs  kind, 
As  more  we  knew  each  other's  mind  : 
She  foon  grew  fullen  j  I  hard-hearted  ; 
We  fcolded,  hated,  fought,  and  parted. 
To  London,  blefled  town  !  I  went ; 
She  boarded  at  a  farm  in  Kent. 
A  Magpye  from  the  country  fled. 
And  kindly  told  me  ihe  was  dead  : 
I  prun'd  my  feathers,  cock'd  my  tail. 
And  fet  my  heart  again  to  fale. 

My  FOURTH,  a  mere  coquette,  or  fuch 
I  thought  her;  nor  avails  it  much. 
If  true  or  falfe  ;   our  troubles  fpring 
More  from  the  fancy  than  the  thing. 
Two  flaring  horns,  I  often  faid. 
But  ill  became  a  Sparrow's  head  ; 
But  then,  to  fet  that  balance  even. 
Your  cuckold  Sparrow  goes  to  Heaven." 
The  thing  you  fear,  fuppofe  it  done. 
If  you  enquire,  you  make  it  known. 
Whilll:  at  the  root  your  horns  are  fore, 
The  more  you  fcratch,  they  ache  the  more. 
But  turn  the  tables,  and  refleft. 
All  may  not  be,  that  you  fafpeft  : 
By  the  mind's  eye,   the  horns  we  mean 
Are  only  in  ideas  feen  ; 
'Tis  from  the  infide  of  the  head 
Their  branches  Ihoot,  their  antlers  fpread  ; 

L  2  Fruitful 
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Fruitful  fufpicions  often  bear  'em. 

You  feel  them  from  the  time  you  fear  'em. 

Cuckoo  !  Cuckoo  !   that  echoed  word. 

Offends  the  ear  of  vulgar  bird  ; 

But  thofe  of  finer  tafre  have  found. 

There  's  nothing  in  't  befide  the  found; 

Preferment  rlways  waits  on  horns, 

And  houfliold  peace  the  gift  adorns ; 

This  way,  or  that,  let  faftions  tend. 

The  fpark  is  ftili  the  cuckold's  friend; 

This  way,' or  that,  let  madam  roam, 

Well  pleas'd  and  quiet  flie  comes  home'. 

Now  weigh  the  pleafure  with  the  pain. 

The  PLUS  and  minus,  lofs  and  gain, 

And  what  La  Fontaine  laughing  fays. 

Is  ferious  truth,,  in  fuch  a  cafe ; 

"  Who  flights  the  evil,  finds  it  leaft  ; 

"  And  who  does  nothing,  does  the  beft,*^' 

I  never  ftrove  to  rule  the  roaft. 

She  ne'er  refus'd  to  pledge  my  toafl : 

In  vifits  if  we  chanc'd  to  meet, 

I  feem'd  obliging,   fae  difcreet ; 

We  neither  much  carefs'd  nor  ftrove. 

But  good  diffembling  pafs'd  for  love. 

T.  Whate'er  of  light  our  eye  may  know^ 
'Tis  only  light  itfelf  can  fhow : 
Whate'er  of  love  our  heart  can  feel, 
'Tis  mutual  love  alone  can  tell. 

S.  My  pretty,  amorous,  foolith  bird,     ' 
A  moment's  patience  !  in  one  word. 


The 


■M.        PRIOR.  149 

The  three  kind  fillers  broke  the  chain. 
She  dy'd,  I  mourn'd,  and  woo'd  again. 

T.  Let  me  with  jufter  grief  deplore 
My  dear  Columbo,  now  no  more^ 
Let  me  with  conftant  tears  bewail — ^— 

S.  Your  forrow  does  but  fpoil  my  tale. 
My  FIFTH,  ihe  prov'd  a  jealous  wife. 
Lord  fhield  us  all  from  fuch  a  life  ; 
'Twas -doubt,  complaint,  reply,  chit-chat, 
'Twas  THIS,  to  day  ;   to-morrow,   that. 
Sometimes,  forfooth,   upon  the  brook 
I  kept  a  Mifs ;  an  hcneft  Rook 
Told  it  a  Snipe,  who  told  a  Steer, 
Who  told  it  THOSE  who  told  it  her. 

One  day^  Linnet  and  a  Lark 
-Had  met  me  ftrolling  in  the  dark  ; 
The  next  a  Woodcock  and  an  Owl, 
kQulck-fighted,  grave,  and  fober  fowl, 

Would  on  thfir  corporal  oath  alledge, 

I  kifs'd  a  Hen  behind  the  hedge. 

Well ;  madam  Turtle,  to  be  brief, 

(Repeating  but  renews  our  grief;) 

As  once  ihe  watch'd  me  from  a  rail, 

(Poor  foul  1)   her  footing  chanc'd  to  fail. 

And  down  Ihe  fell,  and 'broke  her  h'p  ; 

The  FEVER  came,  and  then  the  pip  ; 

Death  did  the  only  cure  apply  ; 

She  was  at  quiet,  fo  was  I. 

L  3  T.  Could 
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T.  Coixld  Love  unmov'd  thefe  changes  view  ^ 
His  forrows,   as  his  joys,  are  true. 

S.  Mv  deareft  Dove,  one  wife  man  fays. 
Alluding  to  our  prefent  cafe, 
*'  We're  here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow  :" 
Then  what  avails  fuperfluous  forrow  ! 
Another,  full  as  wife  as  he, 
Adds;  that  "  a  marry'd  man  may  fee 
.•'  Two  happy  hours ;"  and  which  are  they  ? 
The  FIRST  and  last,  perhaps  you  '11  fay. 
'Tis  true,  when  blithe  flie  goes  to  bed. 
And  when  Ihe  peaceably  lies  dead, 
*'  Women  'twix  flieets  are  befl:,  'tis  faid, 
♦'  Be  they  of  hoHand,  or  of  lead." 

Now,  cur'd  of  Hymen's  hopes  and  fears. 
And  Aiding  down  the  vale  of  years, 
I  hop'd  to  fix  my  future  rell. 
And  took  a  widow  to  my  nell, 
(Ah,  Turtle!  had  fhe  been  like  thee. 
Sober,  yet  gentle  ;  wife,  yet  free  1) 
But  flie  was  peevifh,  noify,  bold, 
A  witch  ingr.ifted  on  a  fcold. 
Jove  in  Pandora's  box  confin'd 
A  hundred  ills,  to  vex  mankind  : 
To  vex  one  bird,  in  her  bandore. 
He  had  at  leall  a  hundred  more. 
And,  foon  as  Time  that  veil  withdrew. 
The  plagues  o'er  all  the  parifh  flew  3 


Her 
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Her  ftock  of  borrow'd  tears  grew  dry, 

And  native  tempefts  arm'd  her  eye  ; 

Slack  clouds  around  her  forehead  hung.. 

And  thunder  rattled  on  her  tongue. 

We,  young  or  old,  or  Cock  or  Hen, 

All  liv'd  in  bolus's  den  ; 

The  neai-ell  her,  the  more  accurll, 

III  far'd  her  friends,   her  huiband  worft. 

But  Jove  amidft  his  anger  fpares. 

Remarks  our  faults,  but  hears  our  prayers. 

In  fhort,  fhe  dy'd.     Why  then  fhe's  dead. 

Quoth  I,  and  once  again  I  '11  vi^ed. 

Would  heaven,  this  mourning  year  were  paft'! 

One  may  have  better  luck  at  lall. 

Matters  at  worll  are  fure  to  mend. 

The  devils  wife  was  but  a  fiend. 

T.  Thy  tale  has  rais'd  a  Turtle's  fpleen. 
Uxorious  inmate  !  bird  obfcene! 
Dar'll  thou  defile  thefe  facred  groves, 
Thefe  filent  feats  of  faithful  loves  ? 
Be  gone,  with  flagging  wings  fit  down 
On  fome  old  pent-houfe  near  the  town  ; 
In  brewers'  ftables  peck  thy  grain. 
Then  walh  it  down  witli  puddled  rain^ 
And  hear  thy  dirty  offspring  fquall 
From  bottles  on  a  fuburb-wall.. 
Where  thou  haft  been,  return  again. 
Vile  Bird  !  thou  haft  convers'd  with  Men; 

L  4.  Notions 
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Notions  like  thefe  from  Men  are  given, 
Thofe  vilell  creatures  under  Heaven. 

To  Cities  and  to  Courts  repair, 
Flattery  and  Fallehood  flouriih  there  ; 
There  all  thy  wretched  arts  employ. 
Where  riches  triumph  over  jov  ; 
Where  paffion  does  with  interefl;  barter. 
And  Hymgn  holds  by  Mammon's  charter ; 
Where  Truth  by  point  of  Law  is  parry'd. 
And  Knaves  and  Prudes  are  fix  times  marry'd. 

APPLICATION, 

WRITTEN   LONG    AFTER   THE   TALE. 


Dearell  Daughter  *  of  two  deareft  Friends, 
To  thee  my  Mufe  this  little  Tale  commends. 
Loving  and  lov'd,  regard  thy  future  mate, 
liOng  love  his  perfon,   though  deplore  his  fate  ; 
Seem  young  when  old  in  thy  dear    hufband's  arms, 
For  conftant  virtue  has  immortal  charm.s. 
And,  when  I  lie  low  fepulchred  in  earth. 
And  the  glad  year  returns  thy  day  of  birth, 
Vouchfafe  to  fay,  "  Ere  I  could  Vv-rite  or  fpell. 
*'  The  bard,  who  from  my  cradle  wifli'd  me  well, 
?'  Told  me  I  fhould  the  prating  Sparrow  blame, 
*'  And  bad  me  imitate  the  Turtle's  flame." 

*  Lady  Margaret  Cavendifli  Harley, 

r>  o  w  N- 
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D      O      W      N  -  H      A      L      L  : 

A 

BALLAD*. 

TO    THE    TUNE    OF 

KING        JOHN 

AND      THE 

ABBOT    OF    CANTERBURY,    1715. 

1    SING   not  old    Jafon,   who  travell'd  through 

Greece, 
To  kifs  the  fair  Maids,   and  poflefs  the  rich  Fleece; 
Nor  fing  I  ^neas,  who,  led  by  his  mother. 
Got  rid  of  one  Wife,  and  went  far  for  another. 

Derry  down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

Nor 

*  Down-Hall  is  in  the  county  of  Eflcx.  It  is  three 
miles  fouth-eaft  from  Hatfield  Broad  Oak  Church,  mod 
.beautifully  feated  on  a  rifing  ground,  above  a  ftream  which 

runs 
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Nor  him  who  through  Afia  and  Europe  did  roam, 
Ulyfles  by  name,  who  ne'er  cry'd  to  go  home, 
But  rather  defir'd  to  fee  cities  and  men, 
Than  return  to  his  farms,  and  converfc  v/ith  old  Pen* 

Hang  Homer  and  Virgil !  their  meaning  to  feek, 
A  man  muic  have  pok'd  into  Latin  and  Greek  ; 
Thofe  who  love  their  own  tongue,    we  have  reaibn 

to  hope, 
Have  read  them  tranfiated  by  Dry  den  and  Pope, 

But  I  fing  of  exploits  that  have  lately  been  done 
By  two  Britifli  Heroes,  called  Matthew  and  John*; 
And  how  they  rid  friendly  from  fine  London  town. 
Fair  EfTex  to  fee,  and  a  place  they  call  Down. 

Now  ere  they  went  out  you  may  rightly  fuppofe 
How  much  they  difcours'd  both   in  prudence   and 
profe  ; 

runs  through  Hatfield  town,  having  a  fine  profpeft  overt'ie 
adjacent  country.  It  was  purchafed  fcr  Mr.  Prior  by  his 
generous  friend  lord  Harley,  and  after  his  death,  that  no- 
bleman made  many  great  improvements  in  it  of  vilioes, 
plantations,  S:c.  and  relided  at  it  himfelf  many  years  of  his 
life,  it  now  is,  or  was  very  lately,  in  the  occupation  of 
William  Selwyn,  Efq. 

*  Mr.  Prior,  and  Mr.  John  Morley,  of  Halftead. 

/ 

For, 
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For,  before  this  great  journey  was  thoroughly  con- 
certed, 
Full  often  they  met,   and  as  often  they  parted. 

And  thus  Matthew  faid,  Look  you  here,  my 
friend  John, 

I  fairly  have  travel'd  years  thirty-and  one  ; 

And,  though  I  ftill  carry'd  my  Sovereign's  war- 
rants, 

J  only  have  gone  upon  other  folks  errands. 

And  now  in  this  journey  of  life  I  would  have 
A   place  where  to   bait,  'twixt  the  court  and    the 

grave  ; 
-Where  joyful  to  live,  not  unwilling  to  die— 
,Gadzooks!  I  have  juft  fuch  a  place  in  my  eye. 

There  are   gardens   fo   ftately,     and   arbours   fo 
thick, 
A  portal  of  ftone,  and  a  fabric  of  brick 
The  matter  next  week  fhall  be  all  in  your  power; 
But  the  money,  gadzooks  !  muft  be  paid  in  an  hour. 

For  things  in  this  world  muft  by  law  be  made 
certain  : 
We  both  muft  repair  unto  Oliver  Martin; 
For  he  is  a  Lawyer  of  worthy  renown 
I  '11  bring  you  to  fee,  he  muft  fix  you  at  Down 

Quoth 
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•Quoth  Matthew,  I  know,    that,  from  Berwick  to 
Dover, 
You  've  fold  all  our  premifTes  over  and  over : 
And  now,  if  your  buyers  and  fellers  agree, 
You  ciay  throw  all  our  acres  into  the  South  S^a. 

But    a    word    to    the    purpofe  :   to-morrow,   dear 
friend. 
We'll  fee,  what  to  night  you  fo  highly  commend; 
And,  if  with  a  garden  and  houfe  I  am  blefi, 
X.et  the  Devil  and  Conlngfby  *  go  with  the  reft. 

Then  .anfwer'd  'Squire  Morley ;  Pray  get  a  calafii. 
That    in   fummer  may    burn,     and  in   winter   may 

fplalh  ; 
I  love  dirt  and  duft;  and  'tis  always  my  picafure. 
To  take  with  me  much  of  the  foil  that  I  meafure. 

But    Matthew    thought     better:     for    Matthew 

thought  right. 
And  hired  a  chariot  fo  trim  and  fo  tight. 
That  extremes  both  of  winter  and  fummer  might 

pafs  : 
{For  one  window  was  canvafs,  the  other  was  glafs. 

*  Lord  Coningiby  was  one  of  the  members  of  the  com- 
tnittee  of  the  Privy  Council,  who  examined  Mr.  Priar  at 
tht  accefTion  of  Gtiorge  I.  From  the  account  given  by 
Mr.  Prior  of  wiiat  then  paffed,  he  appears  to  have  been 
very  ungenteely  and  roughly  treated  by  that  nobleman. 

Draw 
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Draw    up,   quoth  friend   Matthew ;    pull   down, 

quoth  friend  John, 
We  {hall  be  both  hotter  and  colder  anon. 
Thus,    talking    and    fcolding,     they    forward    did 

fpeed  ; 
And  Ralpho  pac'd  by,  under  Newman  the  Swede. 

Into  an  old  inn  did  this  equipage  roll, 
At  a  town  they  call  Hodfon,  the  fign  of  the  Bull, 
Near  a  Nymph  with  an  urn,   that  divides  the  high 

way. 
And  into  a  puddle  throws  Mother  of  Tea. 

Come  here,  my  fweet  Landlady,  pray  how   d'ye 
do? 
Where  is  Cicily  fo  cleanly,  and  Prudence,  and  Sue? 
And  where  is  the  Widow  that  dwelt  here  below? 
And  the  Heftier  that  fung  about  eight  years  ago  ? 

And  where  is  your  Sifter,   fo  mild  and  fo  dear? 
Whofe  voice  to  her  Maids  like  a  trumpet  was  clear. 
By   my   troth !    ftie  replies,    you   grow  younger,   I 

think  : 
And   pray.     Sir,    what  v/lne  does    the   gentleman 

drink  ? 

Why  now  let  me  die.   Sir,  or  live  upon  truft. 
If  I  know  to  which  queftion  to  anfwer  you  firft : 

Why 
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Why  things,   fince  I  faw  you,  moll  llrangely  have 

vary'd, 
The  Hoftler  is  hang'd,  and  the  Widow  is  marry'd. 

And  Prue  left  a  child  for  the  parifh  to  nurfe  ? 
And  Cicily  went  off  with  a  gentleman's  purfe  j 
And  as  to  my  filler,  fo  mild  and  fo  dear, 
She  has  Iain  in  the  church-yard  full  many  a  year. 

Well,  peace  to  her  afhes!   what  fignifies  grief? 
She  roalled  red  veal,  and  flie  powder'd  lean  beef: 
Full  nicely  fhe  knew  to  cook  up  a  fine  difh  ; 
For  tough  were  her  Pullets,  and  tender  her  Fifh. 

For  that  matter.  Sir,  be  you  'Squire,  Knight,  or 
Lord, 
I  '11  give  you  whate'er  a  good  inn  can  afford : 
I  fhould  look  on  myfelf  as  unhappily  fped. 
Did  I  yield  to  a  filler,  or  living,  or  dead. 

Of  Mutton  a  delicate  neck  and  a  breall 
Shall  fwim  in  the  water  in  which  they  were  drell  : 
And,  becaufe   you    great    folks    are   with  rarities 

taken. 
Addle-eggs  fhall  be  next  courfe,   toll  up  with  rank 
Bacon. 

Then    fupper   was    ferv'd,     and    the  llieets  they 
were  laid  ; 
And  Morley  moll  lovingly  v/hifper'd  the  Maid. 

The 
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The  Maid  !   was  fhc  liandfome?  why  truly  fo-fo. 
But  what  Morlcy  whiiper'd  we  never  fhall  know. 

Then  up  rofe  thefe  Heroes  as  brific  as  the  fun. 
And  their  liorfes,  like  his,   were  prepared  to  run. 
Now  when  in  the  morning  Matt  afk'd  for  the  fcore;, 
John  kindly  had  paid  it  the  evening  before. 

Their  breakfaft  fo  warm  to  be  fure  they  did  eat,. 
A  cuftom  in  travellers  mighty  difcreet ; 
And  thus  with  great  friendlhip  and  glee  they  went 

on, 
To  find  out  the  place  you  fhall  hear  of  anon, 

Call'd  Down,  down,  hey  derry  down> 

But    what   did    they    talk    of  from  morning  till 
noon  ? 
Why,  of  fpots  in    the    fun,  and    the    man  in   the 

moon ; 
Of  the  Czar's  gentle  temper,  the  flocks  in  the  city» 
The   wife   men    of  Greece,   and   the  Secret  Com- 
mittee. 

So  to  Harlow  they  came;  and,  hey!    where  are 

you  all  ? 
Shew  us  into  the  parlour,   a.id  mind  when  I  call: 
Why,  your  Maids  have  no  motion,   your  Men  have 

no  life; 
Well,   Maflcr,   I  hear  you  have  bury'd  your  wife. 

Come 
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Come  this  very  inftant,  take  care  to  provide 
Tea,  Sugar,  and  Toaft,  and  a  Horfe  and  a  Guide. 
Are    the   Harrifons    here,     both    the   old    and   the 

young  ? 
And   where  Hands  fair  Down,     the  delight   of  my 

fong  ? 

O  'Squire,  to  the  grief  of  my  heart  I  may  fay, 
I  have  bury'd  two  wives  fince  you  travel'd  this  wayj 
And  the  Harrifons  both  may  be  prefently  here; 
And  Down  {lands,  I  think,  where  it  ftood  the  laft 
year. 

Then  Joan  brought  the  Tea-pot,  and  Caleb  the 

Toaft; 
And  the  wine  was  froth'd  out   by  the  hand  of  mine 

hoft  : 
But  we  clear'd  our  extempore  banquet  fo  faft. 
That  the  Harrifons  both  were  forgot  in  the  hafte* 

Now  hey  for  Down-Hall  !  for  the  guide  he  was 
got; 
The  chariot  was  mounted  ;  the  horfes  did  trot ; 
The  guide  he  did  bring  us  a  dozen  miles  round  ; 
But  oh  !   all  in  vain  ;  for  no  Down  could  be  found. 

O  thou 
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0  thou  Popifh  guide,  thou  haft  led  us  aflray. 
Says  he,  How  the  Devil  Ihould  I  know  the  way? 
I  never  yet  travel'd  this  road  in  my  life  : 
But  Down  lies  on  the  left,  I  was  told  by  my  Wife. 

Thy  Wife,    anfwer'd  Matthew,  when  Ihe   went 
abroad, 
Ne'er  told  thee  of  half  the  by-ways  Ihe  had  trod : 
Perhaps  fhe  met  friends,  and  brought  pence  to  thy 

houfe, 
But  thou  fhalt  go  home  without  ever  a  foufe. 

What  is   this    thing,  Morley,  and  how  can  you 
mean  it  ? 
We  have  loft  our  eftate  here,  before  we  have  feen  it. 
Have  patience,  foft  Morley  in  anger  reply'd : 
To  find  out  our  way,  let  us  fend  off  our  guide. 

O  here  I  fpy  Down,  caft  your  eye  to  the  Weft, 
Where  a  Wind-mill  fo  ftately  ftands  plainly  confeft. 
On    the  Weft,  reply'd    Matthew,    no   Wind-mill  I 

find  : 
As  well  thou  may'ft  tell  me,  I  fee  the  Weft-wind: 

Now  pardon  me,  Morley,  the  Wind-mill  I  fpy. 
But,  faithful  Achates,  no  hoafe  is  there  nigh. 
Look  again,  fays  mild  Morley;  gadzooks?  you  are 

blind  : 
The  Mill  ftands  before;  and  the  houfe  lies  behind. 
Vol.  II.  M  O,  now 
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O,  new  a  low  ruin'd  white  fhed  I  difcernV 
Until'd  and  uiiglaz'd  ;  I  believe  'tis  a  Barn, 
A  Barn  !  why  you  rave :   'tis  a  Houfe  for  a  Squire, 
A  JulHce  of  Peace,  or  a  Knight  of  our  Shire. 

A  Houfe  (hould  be  built,  or  with  brick,    or  with 
ftone. 
Why  'tis  plafler  and  lath ;    and  I  think  that  's  air 

one  ; 
And  fuch  as  it  is,  it  has  Hood  with  great  fame. 
Been  called  a  Hall,  and  has  given  its  name 

To  Down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

0  Morley  !   O  Morley  !  if  that  be  a  Hall, 
The  fame  with  the  building  will  faddenly  fall— ■ 
With  your  friend  Jemmy  Gibbs  *  about  buildings 

agree  ; 
My  bufinefs  is  land;  and  it  matters  not  me. 

1  wifh  you  could  tell  what  a  duce  your  head  alls: 
I  fhew'd  you  Down-Hall;  did   you  look  for  \^er- 

failles  ? 

Then  take  houfe  and  farm  as   John   Ballet  will  let 

you, 
For  better  for  worfe,  as  I  took  my  Dame  Betty. 

*  James  Gibbs,  architect  of  ihe  RatclifFe  Library,  Ox- 
£q\\\,  and  many  oiher  buildings. 

And 
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And  now,  Sir,  a  word  to  the  wife  is  enough  ; 
You  *11  make  very  little  of  all  your  old  ftuft': 
And  to  build  at  your  age,  by  my  troth,  you  grow 

fimple  ! 
Are  you  young  and  rich,  like  theMafter  of  Wimple*  ? 

If  you  hzve  thefe  whims   of  apartments  and  gar- 
dens. 

From   twice   fifty   acres  you'll    ne'er  fee  five  far- 
things : 

And  in  your's  I  iliall  find  the  true  gentleman's  fate; 

Ere  you  finifh  your  houfe,  you'll  have  fpent  your 
eftate. 

Now  let  us  touch  thumbs,    and  be  friends  ere  we 
part. 
Here,  John,  is  my  thumb.     And,  here.  Mat,  is  my 

heart. 
To  Halftead  I  fpeed;  and  you  go  back  to  town. 
Thus  ends  the  Firll  Part  of  the  Ballad  of  Down. 

Derry  down,  dcwn,  hey  derry  down. 

*  Edward  Earl  of  Oxford, 
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VERSES 

SPOKEN      TO 

Lady  Henrietta  Cavendish-Holles  Harley,, 
Countess     of    OXFORD. 

IN      THE 

Library  of  St.  JoH  n's  College,. 

Camertdge.     November  9,   ijig-- 

Madam, 

OiNCE  Anna  vifued  the  Mufes'  feat 
(Around  her  tomb  let  weeping  Angels  wait  !)' 
Kail  Thou,  the  brighteft  of  thy  fex,  and  bell, 
Moll  gracious  neighbour*,  and  moll  welcome  guell. 
Not  Harley's  felf,  to  Cam  and  Ifis  dear, 
In- virtues  and  in  arts^ great  Oxford's  heir; 

•  The  Family  Seat  was  then  at  Wimple. 

Not 
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"Not  He  fuch  prefent  honour  fhall  receive, 
As  to  his  Confort  we  afpire  to  give. 

Writings  of  men  our  thoughts  to-day  negledls.. 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  fofter  fex  : 
Plato  and  Tully  we  forbear  to  read. 
And  their  great  followers  whom  this  houfe  has  bred. 
To  ftudy  lellbns  from  thy  morals  given. 
And  fhining  charaders,  imprefs'd  by  Heaveiu 
Science  in  books  no  longer  we  purfue, 
"Minerva's  felf  in  Harriet's  face  we  view; 
For,  when  with  Beauty  we  can  Virtue  join,, 
'We  paint  the  femblance  of  a  form  divine. 

Their  pious  incenfe  let  our  neighbours  bring, 
To  the  kind  memory  of  fome  bounteous  King; 
With  grateful  hand,  due  altars  let  them  raife. 
To  fome  good  Knight's  *  or  holy  Prelate's  f  praife; 
We  tune  our  voices  to  a  nobler  theme. 
Your  eyes  we  blefs,  your  praifes  we  proclaim. 
Saint  John's  was  founded  in  a  Woman's  name, 
llnjoin'd  by  ftatute,   to  the  fair  we  bow  ; 
In  fpite  of  time,  we  keep  our  ancient  vow  ; 
What  Margaret  Tudor  was,  is  Harriet  Harley  now. 

*  Sir  T.  White,  Founder  of  St.  John's  College,  Oxon. 
f  Archbifhop  Laud  alfo  v/as  a  generous  benefa6tor. 
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PROLOGUE* 

TO       THE 

ORPHAN, 

R£PRESCNTED    BY   SOME   OF    THE 

WESTMINSTER     SCHOLARS, 
At  Hickford's  Dancing  Room,  February  2,  1720, 

SPOKEN    BY 

LORD        DUPPLIN, 

WHO   ACTED    CORDELIO   THE    PAGE. 

W  H  AT  !  would  my  humble  comrades  have  me 

fay. 
Gentle  Speftators,  pray  excufe  the  play? 
Such  work  by  hireling  aftors  Ihould  be  done. 
Whom  you  may  clap  or  hifs  for  half  a  crown, 

*  A  few  lines  of  this  Prologue  occurs   in   another, 

v/hich  is  printed  in  vol,  I. 

Our 
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Our  generous  fcenes  for  friendfliip  we  repeat ; 
And,  if  we  don't  delight,  at  leaft  we  treat. 
Ours  is  the  damage,  if  we  chance  to  blunder  ; 
We  may  be  aflc'd  "  whofe  patent  we  aft  under?" 
How  fhall  we  gain  you,   a  la  mode  de  France  ? 
We  hir'd  this  room;  but  none  of  us  can  dance. 
In  cutting  capers  we  fhall  never  pleafe  : 
Our  learning  does  not  lie  below  our  knees. 

Shall  we  procure  you  fymphony  and  found  ? 
Then  you  muft  each  fubfcribe  two  hundred  po.und. 
There  we  fhould  fail  too,  as  to  point  of  voice  : 
Miftakc  us  not;  we're  no  Italian  boys.. 
True  Britons  born;  from  Weftminfter  we  come  9 
And  only  fpeak  the  ftyle  of  ancient  Rome. 
We  would  deferve,  not  poorly  beg,  applaufe  ; 
Andftand  or  fall  by  Friend's  and  Bufby's  laws.  * 

For  the  diflrefs'd,  your  pity  we  implore : 
If  once  refus'd,  we  '11  trouble  you  no  more, 
3But  leave  our  Orphan  fqualling  at  your  door, 

*  Mafters  of  Wefttninller  School, 
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HUSBAND 


WIFE. 


hOh\ 


with  what  woes  am  I  oppreft ! 

JV.  Be  ftill,  you  fenfelefs  calf! 
What  if  the  Gods  fhould  make  you  bleft? 

H.  Why  then  I  'd  fmg  and  laugh  : 
But,  if  they  won't,  I  '11  wail  and  cry. 

PF.  You  '11  hardly  laugh,  before  you  die, 


TRUTH    AND    FALSEHOOD. 
AT        A        L        E. 


NCE  on  a  time,  in  fun-fhine  weather, 
Falfehood  and  Truth  walk'd  out  together. 
The  neighbouring  woods  and  lawns  to  view. 
As  oppofites  will  fcmetimes  do. 

Through 
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Through  many  a  blooming  mead  they  pafl. 
And  at  a  brook  arriv'd  at  lafl. 
The  purling  ftream,   the  margin  green. 
With  flowers  bedeck'd,  a  vernal  fcene. 
Invited  each  itinerant  maid. 
To  refl  a  while  beneath  the  fhade. 
Under  a  fpreading  beach  they  fat. 
And  pafs'd  the  time  with  female  chat  ; 
Whilfl:  each  her  charafter  maintain'd; 
.One  fpoke  her  thoughts,  the  other  feign'd. 
At  length,   quoth  Falfehood,  Sifter  Truth, 
(For  fo  fhe  call'd  her  from  her  youth) 
What  if,   to  ihun  yon'  fultry  beam. 
We  bathe  in  this  delightful  ftream  ; 
The  bottom  fmooth,  the  water  clear. 
And  there  's  no  prying  fhepherd  near  ?^ 
With  all  my  heart,  the  nymph  reply'd. 
And  threw  her  fnowy  robes  aftde, 
Stript  herfelf  naked  to  the  Ikin, 
And  with  a  fpring  leapt  headlong  in. 
Falfehood  more  leifurely  undreft. 
And,  laying  by  her  taudry  veft, 
Trick'd  herfelf  out  in  Truth's  array, 
•  And  crofs  the  meadows  tript  away. 

From  this  curft  hour,   the  fraudful  dame 
Of  facred  Truth  ufarps  the  name. 
And,  with  a  vile,  perfidious  mind. 
Roams  fai-  and  near,  to  cheat  mankind; 

Falfe 
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Falfe  fighs  fuborns,   and  artful  tears. 
And  Harts  with  vain  pretended  fears  ; 
In  vifits,  ftill  appears  moll  wife. 
And  rolls  at  church  her  faint-like  eyes  ; 
Talks  very  much,  plays  idle  tricks, 
While  riling  ftock  *  her  confcience  pricks  ; 
When  being,  poor  thing,   extremely  gravel'd, 
She  fecrets  op'd,  and  all  unravel'd. 
But  on  fhe  will,  and  fecrets  tell 
Of  John  and  Joan,  and  Ned  and  Nell, 
Reviling  every  one  fhe  knows. 
As  fancy  leads,  beneath  the  rofe. 
_Her  tongue,  fo  voluble  and  kind. 
It  always  runs  before  her  mind  j 
As  times  do  ferve,  fhe  flily  pleads. 
And  copious  tears  Hill  fhew  her  need^. 
With  promifes  as  thick  as  weeds — 
Speaks  pro  and  con,  is  wondrous  civil. 
To-day  a  Saint,  to-morrow  Devil. 

Poor  Truth  fhe  flript,  as  has  been  faid. 
And  naked  left  the  lovely  maid. 
Who,  fcorning  from  her  caufe  to  wince, 
Has  gone  Hark- naked  ever  fmce; 
And  ever  naked  will  appear, 
Belov'd  by  all  who  Truth  revere. 

*  South  Sea,  1720. 
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THE 

CONVERSATION. 

A 

TALE. 


I 


T  always  has  been  thought  difcreet. 
To  know  the  company  you  meet  ; 
And  fure  there  may  be  fecret  danger. 
In  talking  much  before  a  Granger, 
"  Agreed  :  What  then  ?"  Then  drink  your  ale  ; 
I  '11  pledge  you,  and  repeat  my  tale. 
No  matter  where  the  fcene  is  fixt  : 
The  perfons  were  but  oddly  mixt  ; 
When  fober  Damon  thus  began 
(And  Damon  is  a  clever  man) 
"  I  now  grow  old  ;    but  Hill,  from  youth, 
"  Have  held  for  Modefty  and  Truth, 
*'  The  men,  who  by  thefe  fea-marks  lleer, 
"  In  life's  great  voyage  never  err  ; 
'*  Upon  this  point  I  dare  defy 
**  The  world.     I  paufc  for  a  reply." 

"-Sir, 
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"  Sir,  either  is  a  good  afTiftant," 
Said  one  who  fat  a  little  diilant  : 
*'  Truth  decks  our  fpeeches  and  our  books  j 
*■•   And  Modcfty  adorns  our  looks  : 
*'  But  farther  progrefs  we  mull  take; 
*'  Not  only  born  to  look  and  fpeak  : 
"  The  man  muft  adt.     The  Stagyrite 
**   Says  thus,  and  fays  extremely  right  ; 
**  Strift  juftice  is  the  fovereign  guide, 
**  That  o'er  our  aftions  fhould  prefide  : 
**  This  Queen  of  Virtues  is  confefi; 
*'  To  regulate  and  bind  the  reft. 
*'  Thrice  happy  if  you  once  can  find 
**  Her  equal  balance  poife  your  mind : 
■"   All  d'li'crent  graces  foon  will  enter, 
■"  Like  lines  concurrent  to  their  ceater." 

'Twas  thus,  in  Ihort,  thefe  two  went  on. 
With  YEA  and  nay,   and  pro  and  con. 
Through  many  points  divinely  dark. 
And  Waterland  affaulting  Clarke; 
Till,  in  theology  half  loft, 
Damon  took  up  the  Evening-Poft; 
Confounded  Spain,  compos'd  the  North, 
And  deep  in  politicks  held  forth. 

"  Methinks  we  're  in  the  like  condition, 

*'   As  at  the  Treaty  of  Partition  : 

*'  That  ftroke,  for  all  King  William's  care, 

■"  Begat  another  tedious  war. 

"  Matthew, 
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"  Matthew,  who  knew  the  whole  intrigue, 

*'  Ne'er  much  approv'd  that  myftic  league  : 

*'  In  the  vile  Utrecht  Treaty  too, 

**  Poor  man  !   he  found  enough  to  do. 

"  Sometimes  to  me  he  did  apply  ; 

*'  But  Down-right  Dunftable  was  I, 

"  And  told  him  where  they  were  millaken, 

"  And  counfei'd  him  to  fave  his  bacon  : 

"  But  (pafs  his  politicks  and  profc) 

*'  I  never  herded  with  his  foes  ; 

"  Nay,  in  his  verfes,  as  a  friend, 

*'  I  ftill  found  fomething  to  commend. 

'■  Sir,  I  ex'cus'd  his  Nut-brown  Maid  j 

**  Whate'er  feverer  critics  faid: 

*'  Too  far,  I  own,  the  girl  was  try'd ; 

*'  The  women  all  were  on  my  fide. 

**  For  Alma  Ireturn'd  him  thanks  ; 

*'  I  lik'd  her  with  her  little  pranks  : 

*'  Indeed,  poor  Solomon  in  rhyme 

*'  Was  much  too  grave  to  be  fublime." 

Pindar  and  Damon  fcorn  tranfition. 
So  on  he  ran  a  new  divifion  ; 
'Till,  out  of  breath,  he  turn'd  to  fpit  ; 
(Chance  often  helps  us  more  than  wit.) 
T'other  that  lucky  moment  took, 
Juft  nick'd  the  time,  broke  in,  and  fpoke. 

"  Of  all  the  gifts  the  gods  afford 
*'  (If  we  may  take  old  Tully's  word) 
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"  The  greateft  is  a  friend  ;    whofe  love 
*'  Knows  how  to  praife,  and  when  reprove  : 
"  From  fuch  a  treafure  never  part, 
"But  hang  the  jewel  on  your  heart : 
*'  And,  pray,  Sir,  (it  delights  me)  tell  ; 
*'  You  know  this  Author  mighty  well  ?" 

*'  Know  him  !    d'ye  queftion  it  ?   Ods-fifh  ! 
*'  Sir,  does  a  begganknow  his  difli  ? 
*'  I  lov'd  him  ;  as  I  told  you,  I 
**  Advis'd  him  — "     Here  a  ftander-by 
Twitch'd  Damon  gently  by  the  cloke. 
And  thus,  unwilling,  filence  broke  ; 

"  Damon,  'tis  time  we  fhould  retire  : 

"  The  man  you  talk  with  is  IVlat  Prior. 

Patron    through   life,    and   from    thy  birth    my 
friend, 
Dorfet  !   to  thee,  this  Fable  let  me  fend  : 
With  Damon's  lightnefs  weigh  thy  folid  worth  ; 
The  foil  is  known  to  fet  the  diamond  forth  : 
Let  the  feign'd  Tale  this  real  moral  give. 
How  MANY  Damons,  how  few  Dorfets,  live  I 
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H  U  S  Kitty  *,  beautiful  and  young, 
And  wild  as  colt  untam'd, 
Befpoke  the  Fair  from  whence  fhe  fprung, 
With  little  rage  inflam'd  : 

Inflam'd  with  rage  at  fad  reftraint. 

Which  wife  Mamma  ordain'd  ; 
And  forely  vext  to  play  the  Saint, 

Whilft  Wit  and  Beauty  reign'd: 

"  Shall  I  thumb  holy  books,  confin'd 
With  Abigails,    forfaken  ? 
Kitty  's  for  other  things  defign'd. 
Or  I  am  much  miftaken. 

Muft  Lady  Jenny  frifk  about. 

And  vifit  with  her  cou/ins  ? 
At  balls  muft  she  make  all  the  rout. 

And  bring  home  hearts  by  dozens  ? 

•  Lady  Catharine  Hyde,  late  ducliefs  of  Queensberry. 

What 
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What  has  fhe  better,  pray,    than  I, 

What  hidden  charms  to  boall, 
That  all  mankind  for  her  lliould  die  ; 

Whilft  I  am  fcarce  a  toaft  ? 

Deareft  Mamma  !   for  once  let  me, 

Unchain'd,  my  fortune  try  ; 
I  '11  have  my  Earl  as  well  as  She*, 

Or  know  the  reafon  why. 

I  '11  foon  with  Jenny's  pride  quit  fcore. 

Make  all  her  lovers  fall  : 
They  '11  grieve  I  was  not  loos'd  before  ; 

She,  I  was  loos'd  at  all." 

Fondnefs  prevail'd.  Mamma  gave  way; 

Kitty,  at  heart's  dehre, 
Obtain'd  the  chariot  for  a  day. 

And  SET  THE   WORLD  ON    FIRE. 

•  The  Earl  of  Edex  married  Lady  Jane  Hyde, 
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VENUS. 

W  HEN  Kneller's  works  of  various  grace 

Were  to  fair  Venus  fhown  ; 
The  Goddefs  fpy'd  in  every  face 
Some  features  of  lier  own, 

Jufl  fo!  (and  pointing  with  her  hand) 

So  fhone,  fays  ilie,  my  eyes  *, 
When  from  two  Goddeffes  I  gain'd 

An  apple  for  a  prize. 

When  in  the  gJafs,  and  river  too. 

My  face  I  lately  view'd. 
Such  was  I,   if  the  glafs  be  true, 

If  true  the  cryftal  flood. 

*  Lady  Ranelagh. 
Vol.  II.  N  In 
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In  colours  of  this  glorious  kind  f 

Apelles  painted  me  ; 
My  hair  thus  flowing  with  the  wind. 

Sprung  from  my  native  Sea. 

Like  this  J,  diforder'd,  wild,  forlorn. 

Big  with  ten  thoufand  fears. 
Thee,  my  Adonis,  did  I  mourn, 

Ev'n  beautiful  in  tears. 

But,   viewing  Myra  plac'd  apart, 

I  fear,    fays  (\\e,    I  fear, 
Apelles,  that  Sir  Godfrey's  art 

Has  far  furpafs'd  thine  here. 

Or  I,    a  Goddefs  of  the  fkies. 

By  Myra  am  undone, 
And  muft  refign  to  her  the  prize. 

The  apple,  which  I  won. 

But,  foon  as  fhe  had  Myra  feen, 

Majeftically  fair. 
The  fparkling  eye,  the  look  ferene. 

The  gay  and  eafy  air ; 

With  fiery  emulation  fill'd. 

The  wondering  Goddefs  cry'd, 
Apelles  rnufl  to  Kneller  yield. 

Or  Venus  muft  to  Hyde. 

f  Lady  SaliTbury. 
X  Lndyjane,  fifter  to  the  duke  of  Douglas;  afterwards 
married  to  Sir  John  Stewart. 

D  APHNE 
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DAPHNE 

AND 

A  P  O          L  L  O  : 

IMITATED,    FROM     THE     FIRST    BOOK    OF 

OVID'S     METAMORPHOSIS. 
*'  Nympha,  precor,  Penei,  mane." 

APOLLO. 

x\  BATE,  fair  fugitive,  abate  thy  fpeed, 
Difmifs  thy  fears,  and  turn  thy  beauteous  head ; 
With  kind  regard  a  panting  lover  view  j 
Lefs  fwiftly  fly,  lefs  fwiftly  I  'II  purfue  : 
Pathlefs,  alas  !  and  rugged  is  the  ground. 
Some  ftone  may  hurt  thee,    or    fome  thorn  may 
wound, 

D  A  p  H  N  E.     (afide). 
This  care  is  for  himfelf,   as  fure  as  death  ! 
One  mile  has  put  the  fellow  out  of  breath; 
He  'II  never  do,  I  '11  lead  him  t'  other  round  ; 
Wafhy  he  is,  perhaps  not  over-found. 

N    2  A  P  O  L- 
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APOLLO. 

You  fly,   alas !  not  knowing  whom  you  fly  ; 
Nor  ill-bred  fwain,  nor  rufty  clown,    am  I : 
I  Claros  ifle  and  Tenedos  command 

DAPHNE. 

Thank  you  :  I  would  not  leave  my  native  land, 

APOLLO. 

What  is  to  come,   by  certain  arts  I  know. 

DAPHNE. 

Pifli  !   Partridge  *  has  as  fair  pretence  as  ycu. 

APOLLO. 

Behold  the  beauties  of  my  locks ^ 

DAPHNE. 

A  fig! . 

That  may  be  counterfeit,   a  Spanifh  wig. 
Whp  cares  for  all  that  bufh  of  curling  hair, 
Whiill:  your  fmcoth  chin  is  fo  extremely  bare  ? 

APOLLO. 

I  fing 

DAPHNE. 

That  never  fliall  be  Daphne's  choice: 


Svphacio  had  an  admirable  voice. 

APOLLO. 

Of  every  herb  I  tell  the  myflic  power; 

*  An  almanack  maker  and  Aftrologer  at  the  beginiiiiig 
of  the  prefent  century.     See  Sv/ifi's  Milcellanies. 

Tq 
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To  certain  health  the  patient  I  reftore  ; 
Sent  for,  carefs'd  — — 

DAPHNE. 

— —  Ours  is  a  vvholefonie  air  ; 
You  'd  better  go  to  town,   and  praAife  there  : 
For  me,  I  've  no  obftruftions  to  rernov'e  :  J 

I  'm  pretty  well  ;  I  thank  your  father  Jove  :  } 

And  Phyfick  is  a  weak  ally  to  love.  •' 


} 


APOLLO. 

For  learning  fam'd,  fine  verfes  I  compofe. 

DAPHNE. 

So  do  your  brother  quacks  and  brother  beaux. 
Memorials  only,  and  reviews,  write  profe. 

APOLLO. 

From  the  bent  yew  I  fend  the  pointed  reed. 
Sure  of  its  aim,  and  fatal  in  its  fpeed. 

DAPHNE. 

Then,  leaving  me,  whom  fure  you  would  not  kill ! 
In  yonder  thicket  exercife  your  (kill : 
Shoot  there  at  beafts ;   but  for  the  human  heart, 
Your  coufm  Cupid  has  the  only  dart. 

APOLLO. 

Yet  turn,  O  beauteous  maid  !  yet  deign  to  hear, 
A  love-fick  Deity's  impetuous  prayer ; 
O  let  me  woo  thee  as  thou  would'ft  be  woo'd  I 

N    3  D   A   P   H- 
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DAP    H    N    E. 

Firft,  therefore,  be  not  fo  extremely  rude. 
Tear  not  the  hedges  down,  nor  tread  the  clover. 
Like  an  hobgoblin,  rather  than  a  Lover. 
Next  to  my  father's  grotto  fometimes  come  ; 
At  ebbing-tide  he  always  is  at  home. 
Read  the  Courant  with  him,  and  let  him  know 
A  little  politicks,  how  matters  go 
Upon  his  brother-rivers,  Rhine  or  Po. 
As  any  maid  or  footman  comes  or  goes. 
Pull  off  your  hat,  and  alk  how  Daphne  does  : 
Thefe  fort  of  folks  will  to  each  other  tell, 
That  you  refpefl  rae  ;  that,  you  know,  looks  well. 
Then,  if  you  are,  as  you  pretend,  the  God 
That  rules  the  day,  and  much  upon  the  road. 
You  '11  find  a  hundred  trifles  in  your  way. 
That  you  may  bring  one  home  from  Africa; 
Some  little  rarity,  fome  bird,  or  beaft  ; 
And  now  and  then  a  jewel  from  the  Eaft  ; 
A  lacquer'd  cabinet,  fome  china  ware. 
You  have  them  mighty  cheap  at  Pekin  fair ! 
'Next,  NOTA  BENE,  you  (hall  never  rove. 
Nor  uke  example  by  your  father  Jove. 
Lall,  for  the  cafe  and  comfort  of  my  life. 
Make  me  your  (Lord  I  what  ftartles  you  ?)  your  wife. 
I  'm  now  (they  fay)  fixteen,  or  fomething  more  j 
We  mortals  feldom  live  above  fourfcore  : 
Fourfcore  ;  you  're  good  at  numbers,  let  us  fee. 
Seventeen  fuppofe,  remaining  fixty-three  ; 
Aye,  in  that  fpan  of  time,  you  '11  bury  me. 

Mean. 


I 
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Mean  time,  if  you  have  tumult,  noife,  and  ftrife, 
(Things  not  abhorrent  to  a  marry'd  life  !) 
They  '11  quickly  end,  you  fee  ;  what  fignify 
A  few  odd  years  to  you  that  never  die  ? 
And,  after  all,  you 're  half  your  time  away. 
You  know  your  bufinpfs  takes  you  up  all  day  ; 
And,  coming  late  to  bed,  you  need  not  fear. 
Whatever  noife  I  make,  you  II  fleep,  my  dear^ 
Or,  if  a  winter-evening  fhould  be  long, 
Ev'n  read  your  phyfic-book,   or  make  a  fong. 
Your  fteeds,  your  wife,  diachalon,  and  rhyme. 

May  take  up  any  honeft  Godhead's  time. 

Thus,  as  you  like  it,  you  may  love  again. 

And  let  another  Daphne  have  her  reign. 

Now  love,  or  leave,  my  dear ;  retreat,  or  follow  : 

I  Daphne  (this  premis'd)  take  thee  Apollo. 

And  may  I  fplit  into  ten  thoufand  trees. 

If  I  give  up  on  other  terms  than  thefe  ! 

She  faid  ;   but  what  the  amorous  God  reply'd 

(So  Fate  ordain'd)  is  to  our  fearch  deny'd  ; 

By  rats,  alas  1  the  manufcript  is  eat, 

O  cruel  banquet  !    which  we  all  regret. 

Bavius,   thy  labours  mull  this  work  reftore  ; 

May  thy  good-will  be  equal  to  thy  power  ! 


J^  4  T  «  E 
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THE  MICE. 

T     o 

MR.      ADRIAN       DRIFT. 
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W  O  mice,   dear  boy,  of  genteel  fafhion, 

And  (what  is  more)   good  education, 

Frolic  and  gay,  in  infant  years, 

Equally  fhar'd  their  parents'  cares. 

The  fire  of  thefe  two  babes  (poor  creature !) 

Paid  his  laft  debt  to  human  nature  ; 

A  wealthy  widow  left  behind. 

Four  babes,  three  males,  one  female  kind. 

The  fire  being  under-ground  and  bury'd, 

'Twas  thought  his  fpoufe  would  foon  have  marry'd;: 

Matches  propos'd,  and  numerous  fuitors, 

Moft  tender  hufbands,  careful  tutors, 

She  modeftly  refus'd  ;    and  fliew'd 

She  'd  be  a  mother  to  her  brood. 

Mother  !  dear  mother  !   that  endearing  thought^ 
Has  thoufand  and  ten  thoufand  fancies  brought. 
Tell"  me,  oh  !   tell  me,    (thou  art  now  above) 
How  to  defcrjbe  thy  true  mrjternal  love. 

Thy 
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Thy  early  pangs,   thy  growing  anxious  cares. 
Thy  flattering  hopes,   thy  fervent  pious  prayers. 
Thy  doleful  days  and  melancholy  nights, 
Cloyfter'd  from  common  joys  and  juil  delights  : 
How  thou  didll  conftantly  in  private  mourn. 
And  wafti  with  daily  tears  thy  fpoufe's  urn  ; 
How  it  employ'd  your  thoughts  and  lucid  time. 
That  your  young  offspring  might  to  honour  climb; 
How  your  firll  care,  by  numerous  griefs  oppreft. 
Under  the  burden  funk,    and  went  to  reft  ; 
How  your  dear  darling,  by  confumption's  wafte, 
Breath'd  her  laft  piety  into  your  breaft  ; 
How  you,  alas  !  tir'd  with  your  pilgrimage, 
Bow'd  down  your  head,  and  dy'd  in  good  old  age. 
Though  not  infpir'd,  oh  !   may  I  never  be 
Forgetful  of  my  pedigree,  or  thee  I 
Ungrateful  hov/foe'er,   may  n't  I  forget 
To  pay  this  fmall,  yet  tributary  debt  ! 
And  when  we  meet  at  God's  tribunal  throne. 
Own  me,    I  pray  thee,    for  a  pious  fon. 
But  why  all  this  ?   is  this  your  fable  ? 
Believe  me,   Mat,  it  feems  a  babble  : 
If  you  will  let  me  know  th'  intent  on't. 
Go  to  your  Mice,    and  make  an  end  on't. 

Well  then,    dear  brother, 

As  fure  as  Hudi's  *  fword  could  fwaddle. 
Two  Mice  were  brought  up  in  one  cradle  j 


•  Hudibras, 


Well 


Its  POEMS         O     ^ 

Well  bred,   I  think,   of  equal  port. 
One  for  the  gown,  one  for  the  court : 
They  parted  (did  they  fo,  an't  pleafe  you  r) 
Yes,  that  they  did  (dear  Sir)  to  eafe  you. 
One  went  to  Holland,  where  they  huir  folk, 
T'  other  to  vend  his  wares  in  Suffolk. 
That  Mice  have  travel'd  in  old  times, 
Horace  and  Prior  tell  in  rhymes, 
Thofe  two  great  wonders  of  their  ages, 
Superior  far  to  all  the  fages  ! 
Many  days  paft,  and  many  a  night. 
Ere  they  could  gain  each  other's  fight ; 
At  lail,  in  weather  cold,  not  fultry. 
They  met  at  the  Three  Cranes  in  Poultry*   ' 
After  much  bufs  and  great  grimace 
(Ufual  you  know  in  fuch  a  cafe). 
Much  chat  arofe,  what  had  been  done, 
What  might  before  next  fummer's  fun  ; 
Much  faid  of  France,   of  Suffolk's  goodnefs. 
The  gentry's  loyalty,    mob's  rudencfs. 
That  ended,  o'er  a  charming  bottle. 
They  enter'd  on  this  tittle-tattle. 

Quoth  Suffolk,  by  pre-eminence 
In  years,  though  (God  knows)  not  in  fenfe; 
All  's  gone,   dear  brother,   only  we 
Remain  to  raife  poitcrity; 
Marry  you,  brother;   I'll  go  down. 
Sell  nouns  and  verbs,  and  lie  alone  ^ 


May 
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May  you  ne'er  meet  with  feuds  or  babble. 
May  olive-branches  crown  your  table  ! 
Somewhat  I  '11  fave,   and  for  this  end. 
To  prove  a  brother  and  a  friend. 
What  1  propofe  is  juil,  I  fwear  it ; 
Or  may  I  perifli,  by  this  claret ! 
The  dice  are  thrown,   chufe  this  or  that 
('Tis  all  alike  to  honeft  Mat); 
I  '11  take  then  the  contrary  part. 
And  propagate  with  all  my  heart. 
After  fome  thought,  fome  Portuguefe  *, 
Some  wine,   the  younger  thus  replies  ; 

Fair  are  your  words,  as  fair  your  carriage, 
•Let  me  be  free,  drudge  you  in  marriage  j 
Get  me  a  boy  call'd  Adrian, 
TruH:  me,  I  '11  do  for  't  what  I  can. 

Home  went  well  pleas'd  the  Suffolk  tony. 
Heart  free  from  care,  as  purfe  from  money  ; 
He  got  a  lufty  fqualling  boy, 
(Doubtlefs  the  dad's  and  mamma's  joy). 
In  flaort,  to  make  things  fquare  and  even, 
Adrian  he  nam'd  was  by  Dick  Stephen. 
Mat's  debt  thus  paid,  he  now  enlarges. 
And  fends  you  in  a  bill  of  charges, 
A  cradle,  brother,   and  a  bafket, 
(Granted  as  foon  as  e'er  I  afic  it) ; 
A  coat  not  of  the  fmalleft  fcantling. 
Frocks,  ftockings,  Ihoes,  to  grace  the  bantling  .j 

»  Snuff, 

The& 
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Thefe  two  were  fent  (or  I  'm  no  drubber) 
Nay,  add  to  thefe  the  line  gum-rubber ; 
Yet  thefe  won't  do,  fend  t'  other  coat, 
For,  faith,   the  firll  's  not  worth  a  groat, 
Difmally  ilirunk,  as  herrings  fhotten, 
Suppos'd  originally  rotten. 
Pray  let  the  next  be  each  way  longer. 
Of  ftufF  more  durable,  and  ftronger ; 
Send  it  next  week,  if  you  are  able. 
By  this  time,   Sir,   you  know  the  Fable. 
From  this,   and  letters  of  the  fame  make. 
You  '11  find  what  'tis  to  have  a  name-fake. 

Cold  and  hard  times.   Sir,  here,   (believe  it)« 
I  'vc  loft  my  curate  too,  and  grieve  it. 
At  Eafter  for  what  I  can  fee, 
(A  time  of  eafe  and  vacancy) 
If  things  but  alter,   and  not  undone, 
I  '11  kifs  your  hands,  and  vifit  London. 
Molly  fends  greeting  ;   fo  do  I,    Sir  ; 
Send  a  good  coat,   that 's  all  ;  good-by,  Sir* 
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TWO         RIDDLES. 

FI«.ST    PRINTED     IN    THE     EXAMINER,      MDCCX, 

MPH  I  N  X  was  a  monfler  that  would  eat 
Whatever  ftranger  fhe  could  get ; 
Unlefs  his  ready  wit  difclos'd 
The  fubtle  Riddle  fhe  propos'd. 

Oedipus  was  refolv'd  to  go. 
And  try  what  ftrength  of  parts  would  do. 
Says  Sphinx,  on  this  depends  your  fate  ; 
Tell  me  what  animal  is  that. 
Which  has  four  feet  at  morning  bright, 
Has  two  at  noon,  and  three  'at  night  ? 
'Tis  man,  faid  he,   who  weak  by  nature. 
At  firll  creeps,  like  his  fellow  creature. 
Upon  all  four  ;    as  years  accrue, 
With  ilurdy  Heps  he  walks  on  two  ; 
In  age,  at  length,  grows  v/cak  and  Tick, 
For  his  third  leg  adopts  a  ftick. 

Now,  in  your  turn,  'tisjuil,   methinks. 
You  Ihould  refolve  me.  Madam  Sphinx. 
What  greater  ftranger  yet  is  he. 
Who  has  four  legs,  then  two,  then  three; 
Then  lofes  one,    then  gets  two  more. 
And  runs  away  at  laft  on  four  ? 

1  P  I- 
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E        P        I        G        R        A        M, 

EXTEMPORE.* 

1   STOOD,  Sir,   patient  at  your  feet. 

Before  your  elbow-chair  ; 
But  make  a  bifaop's  throne  your  feat, 

I  '11  KNEEL  before  you  there. 

•  This  ep'gran7  is  printed  from  a  pamphlet  published  in 
J751,  intitled,  '•  The  friendly  ard  honeft  Advice  of  an 
"  old  Tory  to  the  Vice  Chancellor  of  Cambridge."  Svo. 
from  whence  a!fo  is  extra8:ed  the  following  account  of  the 
occafion  which  gave  birth  to  it.  "  In  the  year  1712,  my 
"  old  friend  Matthew  Prior,  who  was  then  Fellow  of  St. 
"  John's,  and  who  not  long  before  had  been  employed  by 
*'  the  Qii^een  as  her  plenipotentbry  at  the  court  of  France, 
♦'  cairie  to  Cambridge  ;  and  the  next  morning  paid  a  vifit 
'•'  to  the  mafter  of  his  own  college.  The  mafter  loved 
"  Mr.  Prior's  piinciples,  had  a  great  opinion  of  his  abili- 
*'  ties,  and  a  refpeft  for  his  charafter  in  the  world  j  but 
•*  then  he  had  a  mucli  greater  relpe^l  for  himfelf.  He  there- 
*'  fore  kept  his  feat  himfelf,  and  let  the  queen's  anibaffador 
*^'  (land,  who  immediately  on  his  retv.in  wiote  the  above 
«'  epigram." 

One 


M.        PRIOR.  391 

One  only  thing  can  keep  you  down. 

For  your  great  foul  too  mean  ; 
You  'd  not,  to  mount  a  bifhop's  throne. 

Pay  HOMAGE  to  the  Queen. 


NELL      AND      JOHN. 


Wi 


HEN   Nell,  given  o'er  by  the  Dodlor,  was 
dying. 
And  John  at  the  chimney  flood  decently  crying ; 
'Tis  in  vain,  faid  the  woman,  to  make  fuch  ado. 
For  to  our  long  home  we  mufl  all  of  us  go  ! 

True,  Nell,  reply'd  John  ;  but,  what  yet  is  the  worfl 
For  us  that  remain,  the  belt  always  go  firft : 
Remember,  dear  wife,  that  I  faid  fo  laft  year, 
"When  you  loll  your  white  heifer,  and  I  my  brown 
mare  ! 


B  IB  O 
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BIBO     AND     CHARON. 

W  HEN  Bibo  thought  fit  from  the  world  to  re- 
treat. 
As  full  of  champagne  as  an  egg  's  full  of  meat. 
He  wak'd  in  the  boat ;  and  to  Charon  he  faid. 
He  would  be  row'd  back,  for  he  was  not  yet  dead. 
Trim  the  boat,  and  fit  quiet,  ftern  Charon  reply'd: 
YoM  may  have  forgot,  you  was  drunk  when  you  dy'd. 


WIVES     BY     THE     DOZEN. 


O 


DEATH  !  how  thou  fpoil'fl  the  bell  projea 
of  life  ! 
§,aid  Gabriel,  who  llill,  as  he  bury'd  one  wife. 

For  the  fake  of  her  family,  marry'd  her  coufin  ; 
And  thus,  in  an  honeil  collateral  line. 
He  ftill  marry'd  on  till  his  number  was  nine. 
Full  ferry  to  die  till  ke  made  up  his  dozen. 


F   A- 
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FATAL        LOVE. 

Jt    O  O  R  Hal  caught  his  death,   (landing  under  H 

fpout, 
Expefting  till  midnight,  when  Nan  would  come  out, 
But  fatal  his  patience,  as  cruel  the  dame, 
And  curs'd  was  the  weather  that  quench'd  the  man's 

flame. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  read'ft  thefe  moral  lines. 
Make  love  at  home,  and  go  to  bed  betimes. 


A 

SAILOR'S        WIFE. 

V^OTH  Richard  in  jell,  looking  wiaiy  at  Nelly, 
Methinks,    child,    you  feem  fomcthing  round  in  the 

belly  ! 
Nell  anfwer'd  him  fnappiflily,  how  can  that  be. 
When  my  hufband  has  been  more  than  two  years  at 

fea  ? 
Thy  hufband  !   quoth  Dick :  why   that  matter  was 

carry 'd 
Moil  fecretly,  Nell ;  I  ne'er  thought  thou  wert  marry'd. 
Vol.  IL  O  ok 
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0       N 

A  FART, 

L   E   T       I    ^■       T    H   E 

HOUSE     OF     COMMONS. 

iXE  A  D  E  R,  I  was  born,  and  cry'd  ; 
I  crack'd,  I  fmelt,  and  fo  I  dy'd. 
Like  Julius  Caefar's  was  my  death. 
Who  in  the  Senate  loft  his  breath. 
Much  alike  entomb'd  does  lie 
The  noble  Romulus  and  I : 
And  when  I  dy'd,  like  Flora  fair, 
I  left  ;he  Commonwealth  my  heir.. 


THE 

MODERN        SAINT, 

XJ.  E  R  time  with  equal  prudence  Silvia  fhares, 
Firft  writes  a  billet-doux,  then  fays  her  prayers j 
Her  mafs  and  toilet  j  vefpers  and  the  play  ; 
Thus  God  and  Afhtaroth  divide  the  day  : 

Con- 
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Conftant  Ihe  keeps  her  Ember-week  and  Lent> 
At  Eafter  calls  all  Ifrael  to  her  tent : 
Loofe  without  bawd,  and  pious  without  zeal. 
She  ftill  repeats  the  fins  fhe  would  conceal. 
Envy  herfelf  from  Silvia's  life  muft  grant, 
An  artful  woman  makes  a  Modern  Saint. 


»^i 


PARALLEL* 

Prometheus,  forming  Mr.  Day, 

Carv'd  fomething  like  a  man  in  clay. 
The  mortal's  work  might  well  mifcarry  ; 

He,  that  does  Heaven  and  earth  controul. 

Alone  has  power  to  form  a  foul, 
His  hand  is  evident  in  Harrj''. 

Since  one  is  but  a  movdng  clod, 

T'  other  the  lively  form  of  God; 
'Squire  Wallis,  you  will  fcarce  be  able, 

To  prove  all  poetry  but  fable. 


O    2 
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POEMS 


O    P 


T      O 

A        YOUNG        LADY. 

W      H      O 

WAS     FOND    OF     FORTUNE     TELLING* 


You,  Madam,  may  with  fafety  go^ 
Decrees  of  deftiny  to  know ; 
For  at  your  birtli  kind  planets  reign'd. 
And  certain  happinefs  ordain'd  : 
Such  charms  as  your's  are  only  given 
To  chofen  favourites  of  Heaven. 

But,   fuch  is  my  uncertain  flate, 
'Tis  dangerous  to  try  my  fate; 
For  I  would  only  know  from  art. 
The  future  motions  of  your  heart. 
And  what  predeflinated  doom 
Attends  my  love  for  years  to  come; 

No  fecrets  elfe,  that  mortals  hearn,. 
My  cares  deferve,  or  life  concern : 
But  this  will  fo  important  be, 
I  dread  to  fearch  the  dark  decree  ; 
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For,  while  the  fmallell  hope  remains, 
.Faint  joys  are  mingled  with  my  pains.; 
Vain  diftant  views  my  fancy  pleafe, 
And  give  fome  intermitting  eafe  : 
But  fhould  the  ftars  too  plainly  fhovv 
That  you  have  doora'd  my  eadlefs  woai, 
No  human  force,  or  art,  could  bear 
The  torment  of  my  wild  defpair. 

This  fecret  then  I  dare  not  know. 
And  other  truths  are  ufelefs  now. 
What  matters,  if  unbleft  in  love. 
How  long  or  fhort  my  life  will  prove  ? 
To  gratify  what  low  defire. 
Should  I  with  needlefs  hafte  enquire. 
How  great,  how  wealthy,  I  ihall  be  ? 
Oh  !  what  is  wealth  or  power  to  me  ! 
If  I  am  happy,   or  undone. 
It  muft  proceed  from  you  alone. 


A      GREEK       EPIGRAM 
IMITATED. 

VV  HEN  hungry  wolves  had  trefpafs'd  on  the  fold. 
And  the  robb'd  fhepherd  his  fad  Ilory  told  ; 
"  Call  in  Alcides,"  faid  a  crafty  prieft ; 
"  Give  him  one  half,  and  he'll  fecure  the  rell." 

O  J  No! 
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No  !   faid  the  fhepherd,  if  the  Fates  decree, 
By  ravaging  my  Hock,  to  ruin  me  ; 
To  their  commands  I  willingly  refign. 
Power  is  their  charafter,  and  patience  mine  ; 
Though,  troth  !  to  me  there  feems  but  little  odds. 
Who  prove  the  greateft  robbers,  wolves  or  gods! 


TO 

A  FRIEND 

ON  HIS 

NUPTIALS, 

VV  HEN  Jove  lay  bleft  in  his  Alcmsna's  charms, 
Three  nights,  in  one,  he  preft  her  in  his  arms; 
The  fun  lay  fet,  and  confcious  nature  ftrove 
To  fiiade  her  God,  and  to  prolong  his  love. 

From  that  aufpicious  night  Alcides  came. 
What  lefs  could  rife  from  Jove,  and  fuch  a  dame  ? 

May  this  aufpicious  night  with  that  compare. 
Nor  lefs  the  joys,  nor  lefs  the  riling  heir; 
He  ftrong  as  Jove,  flie  like  Alcmsena  fair  ! 


i^ 


THE 
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THE 

WANDERING      PILGRIM. 

HUMBLY     ADDRESSED     TO 

SIR    THO.    FRANKLAND,    BART. 

POST-MASTER,       AND      PAYMASTER-GENERAL     TO 
Q^  E  E  N  -  A  N  In  E  , 

W  ILL  Piggot*  muftio  Coxwouldf  go. 
To  live,  alas  !    in  want, 
Unlefs  Sir  Thomas  fay,  No,  no ; 
Th'  allowance  is  too  fcant. 

The  gracious  knight  full  well  does  weet, 

Ten  farthings  ne'er  will  do 
To  keep  a  man  each  day  in  meat. 

Some  bread  to  meat  is  due. 

A  Rechablte  poor  Will  muft  live. 

And  drink  of  Adam's  ale, 
Pure  element  no  life  can  give. 

Or  mortal  foul  regale. 

*  This  merry  petition  was  written  to  obtain  the  porter's 
place  for  Will  Piggot. 

t   Twelve  miles  north,  beycn^l  the  city  of  YorJc. 

O  j.  Spare 
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Spare  diet,   and  fpring-vvater  clear, 

Pliyficians  hold  are  good  ; 
Who  diets  thus,  need  never  fear 

A  fever  in  the  blood. 

But  pafs  — the  ^fculapian  crew. 
Who  eat  and  quaff  the  bell, 

They  feldom  mifs  to  bake  and  brew. 
Or  lin  to  break  their  faft. 

Could  Yorkfhirc-tyke  but  do  the  fame, 
Then  he  like  them  might  thrive  : 

But  Fortune,  Fortune,  cruel  dame  ! 
To  ftarve  thou  doll  him  drive. 

In  Will's  old  Mailer's  plenteous  days. 

His  memory  e'er  be  blefl ! 
What  need  of  fpeaking  in  his  praife  } 

His  goodnefs  Hands  confeft. 

At  his  fam'd  gate  Hood  Charity, 

In  lovely  fwcet  array  ; 
Ceres  and  Hofpitalitv, 

Dwelt  there  both  night  and  day. 

But,  to  conclude,  and  be  concife, 
Truth  mud  Will's  voucher  be. 

Truth  never  yet  went  in  difguifc, 
For  naked  ftill  is  flie. 


There 
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There  is  but  one,  but  one  alone. 

Can  fet  the  pilgrim  free, 
And  make  him  ceafe  to  pine  and  moan  ; 

O  Frankland  !  it  is  Thee. 

Oh  !    fave  him  from  a  dreary  way. 

To  Coxwould  he  mufl:  hye. 
Bereft  of  thee,   he  bends  aftray. 

At  Coxwould  he  muft  die. 

Oh  !   let  him  in  thy  hall  but  ftand. 

And  wear  a  porter's  gown, 
Puteous  to  what  thou  may'ft  command. 

Thus  William's  willies  crown. 


V  E- 
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VENUS's        ADVICE 

TO       THE 

MUSES. 

JL  HUS  to  the  Mufes  fpoke  the  Cyprian  Dame  ; 
*'  Adorn  my  altars,  and  revere  my  name. 
"  My  Son  fliall  elfe  afTume  his  potent  darts, 
*'  Twang  goes   the  bow,    my  girls;    have  at  your 
hearts  r" 
The  Mufes  anfwer'd,  "  Venus,  we  deride 
**  The  Vagrant's  malice,  and  his  Mother's  pride; 
**  Send  him  to  Nymphs  who  fleep  on  Ida's  Ihade, 
*'  To  the  loofe  dance,  and  wanton  mafquerade  ; 
*'  Our  thoughts  are  fettled,  and  intent  our  look, 
*'  On  the  inftruflive  verfe,  and  moral  book; 
**  On  Female  idlenefs  his  power  relies; 
"  But,  when  he  finds  us  lludying  hard,  he  flies.'* 


CUPID 
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CUPID 

TURNED 

PLOUGHMAN. 

FROM 

M      O      S      C      H      U      S. 

Xl  I  S  lamp,  his  bow,  and  quiver,  laid  afide, 
A  ruflic  wallet  o'er  his  ihoulders  ty'd; 
Sly  Cupid,  always  on  new  mifchief  bent. 
To  the  rich  field  and  furrow'd  tillage  went ; 
Like  any  Ploughman  toil'd  the  little  God, 
JHis  tune  he  whiftled,  and  his  wheat  he  fow'd; 
Then  fat  and  laugh'd,  and  to  the  fkies  above 
Railing  his  eye,  he  thus  infulted  Jove  ; 
Lay  by  your  hail,  your  hurtful  ftorms  reftrain. 
And,  as  I  bid  you,  let  it  (hine  or  rain, 
Elfe  you  again  beneath  my  yoke  fhali  bow. 
Feel  the  fharp  goad,  and  draw  the  fervile  plow  ; 
What  once  Europa  was,  Nannette  is  now. 


P  O  N- 
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O         N         T         I         U 


O        N        T        I        A. 


Jl  ONTIUS  (who  love,  you  know  a  joke. 
Much  better  than  he  loves  his  life) 

Chanc'd  t'  other  morning  to  provoke 
The  patience  of  a  well-bred  Wife. 

Talking  of  you,  faid  he,  my  dear. 

Two  of  the  greatefl  wits  in  town 
One  afk'd,  if  that  high  furze  of  hair 

Was,    bona  fide,  all  your  own. 

Her  ovv^n  !    moft  certain,  t  'other  faid  ; 

For  Nan,  who  knows  the  thing,  will  tell  ye. 
The  hair  Vv'as  bought,  the  money  paid. 

And  the  receipt  was  fign'd  Ducailly. 

Pontia  (that  civil  prudent  fhe. 

Who  values  wit  much  lefs  than  fenfe. 

And  never  darts  a  repartee, 
|jut  purely  in  her  own  defence) 


Reply'd, 
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Reply'd,   thefe  friends  of  your's,   my  dear. 
Are  given  extremely  much  to  fatire! 

But  pr'ythee,  hufband,  let  one  hear 

Sometimes  lefs  wit,  and  more  good-nature. 

Now  I  have  one  unlucky  thought. 

That  would  have  fpoil'd  your  friend's  conceit  j 
Some  hair  I  have,  I  'm  fure,  unbought : 

Pray  bring  your  Brother  Wits  to  fee  't. 


s«5 


CUPID   TURNED    STROLLER. 

FROM   ANACREON. 

s\  T  dead  of  night,  when  liars  appear. 
And  ftrong  Bootes  turns  the  Bear ; 
When  mortals  fleep  their  cares  away, 
Fatigu'd  with  labours  of  the  day, 
Cupid  was  knocking  at  my  gate  ; 
Who  's  there !   fays  I,  who  knocks  fo  late, 
Difturbs  my  dreams,  and  breaks  my  reft  ? 
O  fear  not  me,  a  harmlefs  gueft, 
He  faid,  but  open,   open  pray; 
A  fooliih  child,    I  've  lofl  my  way. 
And  wander  here  this  moon-light  night. 
All  wet  and  cold,  and  wanting  light. 

With 
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"With  due  regard  his  voice  I  heard. 
Then  rofe,   a  ready  lamp  prepar'd. 
And  faw  a  naked  boy  below. 
With  wings,  a  quiver,  and  a  bow  ; 
In  hafle  I  ran,  unlock'd  my  gate. 
Secure  and  thoughtlefs  of  my  fate ; 
I  fet  the  child  an  eafy  chair 
Again  ft  the  fire,  and  dry'd  his  hair ; 
Brought  friendly  cups  of  chearful  wine. 
And  warm'd  his  little  hands  with  mine. 
All  this  did  I  with  kind  intent ; 
But  he,  on  wanton  mifchief  bent. 
Said,  Deareft  friend,  this  bow  you  fee. 
This  pretty  bow  belongs  to  me  : 
Obferve,  I  pray,  if  all  be  right ; 
I  fear  the  rain  have  fpoil'd  it  quite. 
He  drew  it  then,  and  ftrait  I  found 
Within  my  breaft  a  fecret  wound. 
This  done,   the  rogue  no  longer  ftaid. 
But  leapt  away,  and  laughing  faid, 
*'  Kind  Hoft,  adieu  !  we  now  muft  part; 
**  Safe  is  my  bow,  but  fick  thy  heart !" 


T  0 
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T    O       A 

POET      OF      CLUALITY, 

PRAISING  THE   L  AD  Y   H I  N  C  H  I N  B  ROKK. 

V-^  F   thy  judicious  Mufe's  fenfe, 
Young  Hinchinbroke  fo  very  proud  is. 

That  SacharifTa  and  Hortenfe 

She  looks,  henceforth,  upon  as  dowdies. 

Yet  fhe  to  one  mull  Hill  fubmit. 

To  dear  Mamma  muft  pay  her  duty. 

She  wonders,  praifing  Wilmot's  wit. 
Thou  Ihould'ft  forget  his  daughter's  beauty; 


THE 
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THE 

P        E        D        A        N        7 

LySANDER  talks  extremely  well j 
On  any  lubjecl  let  him  dwell. 

His  tropes  and  figures  will  content  ye ; 
He  fhould  poflefs  to  all  degrees 
The  art  of  talk;  he  praftifes 

Full  fourteen  hours  in  four-and-tvventy. 


CAUTIOUS       ALICE. 

O  O  good  a  Wife  doth  Lifly  make. 
That  from  all  company  flie  flieth  j 

Such  virtuous  courfes  doth  fhe  take, 
Tiiat  fhe  all  evil  tongues  defieth  ; 

And,  for  her  deareft  Spoufe's  fake, 
She  with  his  Brethren  only  lieth. 


THE 
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THE 
INCURABLE. 

JL  HILLIS,  you  boaft  of  perfed  health  in  vain. 
And  laugh  at  thofe  who  of  their  ills  complain: 
That  with  a  frequent  fever  Chloe  burns. 
And  Stella's  plumpnfefs  into  dropfy  turns  ! 

0  Phillis,   while  the  patients  are  nineteen. 
Little,  alas  !   are  their  diftempers  feen. 
But  thou,  for  all  thy  feeming  health,  art  ill. 
Beyond  thy  lover's  hopes,  or  Blackmore's  fkill ; 
No  lenitives  can  thy  difeafe  affiiage, 

1  tell  thee,   'tis  incurable — 'tis  Age. 


FORTUNE. 

VV  HILST  I  in  prifon  or  in  court  look  down. 
Nor  beg  thy  favour,   nor  defprve  thy  frown. 
In  vain,   malicious  Fortune,  haft  thou  trv'd. 
By  taking  from  my  ftate,  to  quell  my  pride: 
Infulting  girl  !    thy  prefent  rage  abate  ; 
And,  would'ft  thou  have  me  humbled,  make  me  great. 

Vol.  n.  P  t;  o  N- 
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N       ONPARELL. 

X^  E  T  oriiers  from  the  town  retire^ 
And  in  the  fields  feek  new  delight ; 

My  Phillis  does  fuch  joys  infpire, 
No  other  objefts  pleafe  my  fight. 

In  her  alone  I  find  whate'er 

Beauties  a  country  landfcape  grace  : 

No  fhade  fo  lovely  as  her  hair. 
Nor  plain  fb  fwect  as  in  her  face. 

Lilies  and  rofes  there  combine. 

More  beauteous  than  in  flowery  field; 

Tranfparent  is  her  ikin  fo  fine. 

To  this  each  cryftal  flream  muft  lead. 

Her  voice  more  fweet  than  warbling  found, 
Thoagh  fun-g  by  nightingale  or  lark; 

Her  eyes  fuch  luftre  dart  around, 
Compar'd  to  them,  the  fun  is  dark. 

Both  light  and  vital  heat  they  give; 

Cherifh'd  by  them,  my  love  takes  root; 
From  her  kind  looks  does  life  receive, 

Grows  a  fair  plant,  bears  flowers  and  fruit, 

Socb 
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Such  fruit,  I  ween,  did  once  deceive 

The  common  parent  of  mankind  ; 
And  made  tranfgrefs  our  mother  Eve  : 

Poifon  it-j  core,  though  fair  its  rind. 

Yet  fo  delicious  is  its  tafle, 

I  cannot  from  the  bait  abftain. 
But  to  th'  inchanting  pleafure  halte, 

Though  I  were  fure  'twould  end  in  pain. 


CHASTE      FLORIMEL. 

1\  O — I  'II  endure  ten  thoufand  deaths. 

Ere  any  farther  I  'II  comply ; 
Oh  !  Sir,  no  man  on  earth  that  breathes 

Had  ever  yet  his  hand  fo  high  ! 

Oh !   tike  your  fword,  and  pierce  my  heart. 
Undaunted  fee  me  meet  the  wound, 

Oh!   will  you  aft  a  Tarquin's  part  ? 
A  fecond  Lucrece  you  have  found. 

Thus  to  the  preffing  Corydon, 

Poor  Florimel,  unhappy  maid  ! 
Fearing  by  Love  to  be  undone, 

In  broken  dying  accents  faid. 

P  2  Delia, 
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Delia,  wKo  held  the  confcious  door, 
Infpir'd  by  truth  and  brandy,  fmil'd. 

Knowing  that,  fixteen  months  before, 
Our  Lucrece  had  her  fecond  child. 

And,  hark  ye  !  Madam,  cry'd  the  Bawd, 

None  of  your  flights,  your  high  rope  dodging; 

Be  civil  here,  or  march  abroad  ; 

Oblige  the  'Squire,  or  quit  the  lodging. 

Oh  !   have  I — Florimel  went  on — 

Have  I  then  loft  my  Delia's  aid? 
Where  fhall  forfaken  virtue  run, 

If  by  her  friend  flie  is  bctray'd  ? 

Oh!  curfe  on  empty  friendfhip's  name! 

Lord,  what  is  all  our  future  view  ! 
Then,  dear  deftroyer  of  my  fame. 

Let  my  lall  fuccour  be  to  you  ! 

From  Delia's  rage,  and  Fortune's  frown, 
A  v/retched  love-fick  maid  deliver  ! 

Oh  !  tip  me  but  another  crown. 
Dear  Sir,  and  make  me  youi:s  fof  ever^ 


POC 


M.        PRIOR. 


DOCTORS        DIFFER. 

When  Willis*  of  Ephralm  heard  Rocheaerf 
preach, 

ThusBentley  faid  to  him,  I  pr'ythee,  dear  brother. 
How  lik'ft  thou  this  ferraon  ?  'tis  oat  of  my  reach. 

His  is  one  way,  faid  Willis,  and  our's  is  another, 
I  care  not  for  carping ;  but  this  I  can  tell. 
We  preach  very  fadly,  if  he  preaches  well. 


EPIGRAM 

ON      BISHOP     ATTEREURi', 

JLVlEEK  Francis  lies  here,   friend:   without  ftop 

or  ftay. 
As  you  valije  your  peace,  make  the  befl  of  your  way. 
Though  at  prefent  arrefted  by  Death's  caitiff  paw. 
If  he  ftirs,  he  may  ftill  have  recourfje  to  the  law. 
And  in  the  King's-bench  fhould  a  verdifl  be  found. 
That  by  livery  and  ieifin  his  grave  is  his  grosnd. 
He  will  claim  to  hirr.felf  what  is  flriftly  his  due. 
And  an  aflion  of  trefpafs  will  ftraightway  enfae. 
That  you  without  right  on  his  premifes  tread. 
On  a  fimple  furmife  that  the  owner  is  dead. 

*  B.  of  Gioiicefter.  f  Bp.  Acterbury. 

P    3  ON 
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O       N 

BISHOP      A  T  T  E  T  B  U  R  Y  'S 

BURYING        THE 

DUKE      OF      BUCKINGHAM, 

M  D  C  C  X  X. 

"  T 

1  HAVE  no  hopes,"  the  Duke  he  fays,  and  dies; 
*'  In  fure  and  certain  hopes,"  the  Prelate  cries : 
Of  thefe  two  learned  Peers,  I  pr'ythee,  fay,  man. 
Who  is  the  lying  Knave,  the  Prieft  or  Layman  ? 
The  Duke  he  flands  an  infidel  confeft, 
"  He's  our  dear  brother,"  quoth  the  lordly  prieft. 
The  Duke  though  Knave,  ftill  "  Brother  dear,"  he 

cries ; 
And  who  can  fay,  the  Reverend  Prelate  lies  f 


V  f  0  N 
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y   p   o  N 

m  O  N  O  U 

A 

FRAGMENT. 

ilONOUR,  I  Tay,  or  honeft  fame, 
I  mean  the  fubftance,   not  the  name  ; 
(Not  that  light  heap  of  taudry  wares. 
Of  ermine,   coronets,   and  ftars, 
"Which  often  is  by  merit  fought, 
By  gold  and  flattery  oftener  bought ; 
The  (hade^  for  which  Ambition  loojcs 
In  Shelden's  *  or  in  Afhmole's  f  books  :) 
But  the  tiue  glory,  which  proceeds, 
Refleded  bright,  from  honeft  deeds. 
Which  we  in  our  own  breaft  perceive. 
And  kings  can  neither  take  nor  give. 

•  T-itles  of  Honour.         f  Older  of  the  Gaiter. 


£    N    I    G    M 
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ENIGMA. 

Jl>  Y  birth  Pm  a  flave,  yet  can  give  you  a  crown, 
I  difpofe  of  all  honours,  myfelf  having  none  ; 
I  'm  obliged  by  juft  maxims  to  govern  m)  life. 
Yet  I  hang  my  own  m after,  and  lie  with  his  wife. 
When  men  are  a-gaming,  I  cunningly  fneak. 
And  their  cudgels  and  fhovels  away  from  them  take. 
Fair  maidens  and  ladies  I  by  the  hand  get. 
And  pick  off  their  diamonds,  though  ne'er  fo  well  fet. 
For  when  I  have  comrades  we  rob  in  whole  ba^ds. 
Then  prefently  take  off  your  lands  from  your  hands. 
But,  this  fury  once  over,  I've  fuch  winning  arts, 
That  you  love  me  much  more  than  you  do  your  own 
hearts. 


N       O       T       H       E       R. 


Jr  ORM'D  half  beneath,  and  half  above  the  earth. 
We  fillers  owe  to  art  our  fecond  birth; 
The  Smith's  and  Carpenter's  adopted  daughters. 
Made  on  the  land,  to  travel  on  the  waters. 
Swifter  they  move,  as  they  are  ftraiter  bound. 
Yet  neither  tread  the  air,  or  wave,  or  ground: 
They  fervc  the  poor  for  ufe,  the  rich  for  whim. 
Sink  when  it  rains,  and  when  it  freezes  fwim. 

T  H  S^ 
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THE      OLD      GENTRY.  ] 

I 

1  HAT  all  from  Adam  firft  began,  ] 

None  but  ungodly  Woolfton  doubts ;  -j 

And  that  his  fon,  and  his  fon's  fon,  i 

Were  all  but  ploughmen,  clowns,  and  louts.  ^                       j 


Each,  when  his  ruftic  pains  began. 

To  merit  pleaded  equal  right ; 
'Twas  only  who  left  off  at  noon. 
Or  who  went  on  to  work  till  night. 

But  coronets  we  owe  to  crowns. 
And  favour  to  a  court's  afFetlion  ; 

By  Nature  we  are  Adam's  fons. 
And  fons  of  Anftis  *  by  eleftion. 

Kingfale  !  eight  hundred  years  have  roll'd. 
Since  thy  forefathers  held  the  plow ; 

When  this  in  ftory  fhall  be  told. 
Add,  that  my  kindred  do  fo  now. 

The  man  who  by  his  labour  gets 
His  bread,  in  independent  ilate. 

Who  never  begs,  and  feldom  eats, 
Hinifelf  can  fix  or  change  his  fate. 

*  Garter  Kins;  at  Arms, 
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fTMlIf  II  ■Mum  ■ 

THE 

INSATIABLE      PRIEST. 

JL/UKE  Preach-ill  admires  what  we  Laymen  can 
mean  ; 

That  thus  by  our  profit  and  pleafure  are  fway'd. 
He  has  but  three  living-s,  and  would  be  a  Dean  ; 

His  Wife  dy'd  this  year,  he  has  marry'd  his  maid. 

To  fupprefs  all  his  carnal  defires  in  their  birth. 
At  all  hours  a  lufty  young  huffey  is  near  : 

And,  to  take  off  his  thoughts  from  the  things  of  this 
earth. 
He  can  be  content  with  two  thoufand  a  year. 


FRENCH       SONG      IMITATED, 


w. 


H  y  thus  from  the  plain  dees  thy  ihepherdefs 
rove, 
Forfaking  her  fwain,  and  neglefting  his  love  ? 
You  have  heard  all  my  grief,  you  fee  how  I  die. 
Oh !  giv^  feme  relief  to  the  fwain  whom  you  fly. 

How  can  you  complain,  or  what  am  I  to  fay. 
Since  my  dog  lies  unfed,  and  my  flieep  run  aftray? 
Need  I  tell  what  I  mean,  that  I  languifli  alone  ! 
When  I  leave  all  the  plain, yqu  may  guefs  'tis  for  One. 

A 
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CASE         STATED. 

JNI  OW  how  Ihall  I  do  with  my  love  and  my  pride; 

Dear  Dick  *,  give  me  counfel,  if  Friendihip  has 

any  ; 

Pry'thee  purge,  or  let  blood !  fiirly  Richard  reply'd. 

And  forget    the   coquette   in    the   arms  of  your 

Nanny  f . 

While  I  pleaded  with  paffion  how  much  I  deferv'd. 
For  the  pains  and  the  torments  of  more  than  a 
year; 

She  look'd  in  an  almanack,  whence  flie  obferv'd. 
That  it  wanted  a  fortnight  to  Bart'l'mew-fair. 

My  Cowley  and  Waller  how  vainly  I  quote, 

While  my  negligent  judge   only  hears  with  her 
eye  ! 

In  a  long  flaxen  wig,  and  embroider'd  new  coat. 
Hex  fpark  faying  nothing  talks  better  than  I. 

•  Mr,  Shelton.  f  Mrs.  DuilKun. 

UPON 
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U    F    O     N 


PLAYING      AT      OMBRE 

WITH 

TWO        L     A    D    I     E     S. 

JL   KNOW  that  Fortune  long  has  wanted  fight. 

And  therefore  pardon'd  when  flie  did  not  right  ; 

But  yet  till  then  it  never  did  appear. 

That,  as  flie  wanted  eyes,  fhe  could  not  hear  ; 

I  begg'd  that  fhe  would  give  leave  to  lofe, 

A  thing  flie  does  not  commonly  refufe  ! 

Two  matadores  are  out  againft  my  game. 

Yet  ftill  I  play,  and  ftill  my  luck  's  the  fame : 

Unconquer'd  in  three  fuits  it  does  remain. 

Whereas  I  only  afk  in  one  to  gain  ; 

Yet  Ihe,  ftill  contradidling,  gifts  imparts. 

And  give  fuccefs  in  every  fuits — but  Hearts. 


C  U  PI  D  ^ 
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CUPID 's        PROMISE, 

A 

FRENCH    SONG, 

PARAPHRASED. 

*-/  O  F  T  Cupid,  wantonj  amorous  boj, 

The  other  day,  mov'd  with  my  lyre. 
In  flattering  accents  fpoke  his  joy. 

And  utter'd  thus  his  fond  defire. 

Oh  !  raife  thy  voice  !   one  Song  I  a/k  ; 

Touch  then  thy  harmonious  firing  . 
To  Thyriis  eafy  is  the  tafk, 

Who  can  Co  fweetly  play  and  iing. 

Two  kifTes  from  rtiy  mother  dear, 

Thyrfi's,  thy  due  reward  fhall  be  ; 
None,  none,  like  Beauty's  Queen  is  fair, 

Paris  has  vouch'd  this  tru;h  for  me. 

I  ftrait 
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I  ftrait  reply'd,  Thou  kncw'll  alone  ' 

That  brighteil  Chloe  rules  my  breaft,  i 

I  '11  fing  the  Two  inftcad  of  One,  ] 

If  thou  'it  be  kind,  and  make  me  bleft.  \ 

One  kifs  from  Chloe's  lips,  no  more,  ' 

I  crave  :  He  promis'd  me  fuccefs  ;  ', 
I  play'd  with  all  my  fkill  and  power. 

My  glowing  paflion  to  exprefs.  ' 

But,  oh  !   my  Chloe,   beauteous  maid  !  -  ' 

Wilt  thou  the  wifli'd  reward  bellow?  I 

Wilt  thou  make  good  what  Love  has  faid,  1 

And,    by  thy  grant,  his  power  fhow  ?  ■ 


TO       THE 

EARL     OF     OXFORD, 

WRITTEN     EXTEMPORE, 

In    Lady    OXFORD'S    Study,     17 17. 

Jr  E  N,  ink,  and  wax,  and  paper  fend 
To  the  kind  wife,  the  lovely  friend  : 
Smiling,    bid  her  freely  write 
What  her  happy  thoughts  indite  ; 
Of  virtue,  goodnefs,  peace,   and  love. 
Thoughts  which  angels  may  approve. 

A  Letter 
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LETTER 

TO      THE 

Honourable  Lady 

MARGARET  CAVENDISH  HARLEY, 

When   a   Child. 

J-Vl  Y  noble,  lovely,  little  Peggy, 
Let  this  my  firft  epiftle  beg  you, 
At  dawn  of  morn  and  clofe  of  even, 
To  lift  your  heart  and  hands  to  Heaven. 
In  double  beauty  fay  your  prayer  : 
Our  Father  firil, — then  Notre  Pere  : 
And,  deareft  child,  along  the  day. 
In  every  thing  you  do  and  fay, 
Obey  and  pleafe  my  lord  and  lady, 
So  God  fhall  love,  and  Angels  aid  ye. 

If  to  thefe  precepts  you  attend. 

No  fecond  letter  need  I  fend. 

And  fo  I  reft  your  conftant  friend. 
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WRITTEN    UNDER    THE    PRINT  OF 

TOM         BRITTONj 

THE     Small-coal-man, 

painted    by 

Mr.       W    O     O     L     a     S     T     O     N. 

A   HOUGH  doom'd  to  fmall-coal,  yet  to  arts 
ally'd, 
Rich,  without  wealth,  and  famous  without  pride  j 
Mufick's  bell  patron,  judge  of  books  and  men, 
Belov'd  and  honour'd  by  Apollo's  train  : 
In  Greece  or  Rome  fure  never  did  appear 
So  bright  a  genius,  in  fo  dark  a  fphere : 
More  of  the  man  had  artfully  f  been  fav'd, 
Had  Kneller  painted,  and  had  Vertue  grav'd. 

*  Theft;  verfes  were  written  by  Mr.  Prior  to  ferve  Ver- 
tue, then  a  young  man,  and  patror.iz'd  by  Edward  Earl 
of  Oxford.  Concerning  the  extraordinary  man  who  is  tlie 
fubjeft  of  them,  a  very  cxtertaiiiiiisr  account  is  given  by 
Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  his  iliftory  of  Mufick,  vol.  v.  p.  jo, 

■f  Sir  Joiin  Hawkins  ohferves,  it  is  fu'pefted  that  the  in- 
Cgnificant  adverb  ARTFULLY,  was  iiifcrted  by  a  miftake 
o-f  the  tiaiifcriber,  and  that  it  originally  ftood  probAbly. 

TRUTH 
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tRUTH     TOLD     AT     LAST. 

O  AYS  Pqntius  in  rage,  contradi£ling  his  wife, 
*'  You  never  yet  told  me  one  truth  in  your  life." 
Vext  Pontia  no  way  could  this  thefis  allow, 
*'  You're  a  Cuckold,  fays  Ihe  ;  do  I  tell  you  truth 


now 


?" 


WRITTEN       IN 

LADY        HOWE'S 

OVID'S       EPISTLES. 

ri  OWE  VER  high,  however  cold,  the  fair, 
However  great  the  dying  lover's  care, 
Ovid,  kind  author,  found  him  fome  relief, 
Rang'd  his  unruly  fighs,  and  fet  his  grief; 
Taught  him  what  accents  had  the  power  to  movcj 
And  always  gain'd  him  pity,  fometimes  love. 
But,  oh  !  what  pangs  torment  the  deftin'd  heart. 
That  feels  the  wound,  yet  dares  not  fhew  the  dart! 
What  care  could  Ovid  to  his  forrows  give. 
Who  muft  not  fpeak,  and  therefore  cannot  live  I 
Vol.  II.  Q^  an 
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A        N 

EPISTLE, 

M"   D    C    C   X  V   I.  » 

A  Pray,  good  Lady  Harley,  let  Jonathan  know. 
How  long  you  intend  to  live  incognito. 
Your  humble  fervant, 

Elkanah  Settle. 


ANOTHER      EPISTLE. 

A  Pray,  Lady  Harriot,  the  time  to  aflign 
When  flie  fhall  receive  a  tur 
That  a  body  may  come  to  St 


^.-ji J  -- -.,   ^^  time  to  aingn  -j 

When  flie  fhall  receive  a  turkey  and  chine ;  C 

•  James's,  to  dine,     j 


TRUE'S      EPITAPH. 

A  F  wit  or  honelly  could  fave 
Our  mouldering  aihes  from  the  grave. 
This  ftone  had  ftill  remain'd  unmark'd, 
I  Hill  writ  profe.  True  ftill  have  bark'd. 


But 


M.        PRIOR  2i7 

fcnt  envious  Fate  has  claim'd  its  due, 
Here  lies  thie  mortal  part  of  True  ; 
His  deathlefs  virtues  muft  furvive. 
To  better  us  that  are  alive. 

His  prudence  and  his  wit  were  feen 
In  that,  from  Mary's  grace  and  mien. 
He  own'd  the  power,  and  Icv'd  the  Queen. 
By  long  obedience  he  confell 
That  ferving  her  was  to  be  bleft. — 
Ye  murmurers,   let  True  evince 
That  men  are  bealls,  and  dogs  have  fenfel 

His  faith  and  truth  all  Whitehall  knows,         1 
He  ne'er  could  fawn  or  flatter  thofe  t 

Whom  he  believ'd  were  Mary's  foes : 
Ne'er  (kulk'd  from  whence  his  fovereign  led  him, 
Or  fnarl'd  againft  the  hand  that  fed  him. — 
Read  this,  ye  ftatefmen  now  in  favour. 
And  mend  your  own,   by  True's  behaviour  ! 


EPIGRAM. 

X    O   Richmond  and   Peterbargh,    Matt  gave  his 
letters, 
And  thought  they  were  fafe  in  the  hands  of  his  betters. 
How  happen'd  it  then  that  the  packets  were  loil  ? 
Thefc  were  Knights   of  the  Garter,   not  Knights  of 
the  Poll. 

C^2  THE 
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THE 

VICEROY, 

A 

BALLAD. 

TO      THE      TUNE      OF 

LADY  ISABELLA'S  TRAGEDY. 

V-/  F  Nero,  tyrant,  petty  king  *y 

Who  heretofore  did  reign 
In  fam'd  Hibernia,  I  will  fing^ 

And  in  a  ditty  plain. 

He  hated  was  by  rich  and  poor. 

For  reafons  you  fhall  hear  j 
So  ill  he  exercis'd  his  power. 

That  he  himfelf  did  fear. 

Full  proud  and  arrogant  was  he. 

And  covetous  withal ; 
The  guilty  he  would  ftill  fet  free. 

But  guiltlefs  men  enthral. 

•  Lord  Coningfby,  one  of  the  lords  Juftices  of  Iieland, 
—He  is  the  fame  perfon  mentioned  in  Downhall; 

n  He, 
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He,  With  a  haughty  impious  nod. 

Would  curfe  and  dogmatize  ; 
Nor  fearing  either  man  or  God  : 

Gold  he  did  idolize. 

A  patriot  f  of  high  degree. 

Who  could  no  longer  bear 
This  upftart  Viceroy's  tyranny, 

Againfl  him  did  declare. 

And,  arm'd  with  truth,  impeach'd  the  Dob 

Of  his  enormous  crimes. 
Which  I  '11  unfold  to  you  anon. 

In  low,  but  faithful  rhymes. 

The  articles  recorded  ftand, 

Againft  this  peerlefs  peer. 
Search  but  the  archives  of  the  land  *, 

You'll  find  them  written  there. 

Attend,  and  juflly  I'll  recite 

His  treafons  to  you  all,  # 

The  heads  fet  in  their  native  light 
(And  figh  poor  Gaphny's  fall). 

That  tralteroufly  he  did  abufe 

The  power  in  him  repos'd  ; 
And  wickedly  the  fame  did  ufe. 

On  all  mankind  impos'd. 

■f  The  Earl  of  Bellamont  iinj'^aclied  Coningfby. 
*   Joninal,  Sabbati,   i6  die  Decembiis,   1693. 

0,3  That 
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That  he,  contrary  to  all  law. 
An  oath  did  frame  and  make, 

Compelling  the  militia 
Th'  illegal  oath  to  take. 

Free-quarters  for  the  army  too 

He  did  exaft  and  force 
On  Proteftants  ;  his  love  to  fhow. 

Than  Papiil  us'd  them  worfe. 

On  all  provifions  dellin'd  for 

The  camp  at  Limerick, 
He  laid  a  tax  full  hard  and  fore. 

Though  many  men  were  fick. 

The  futlers  too  he  did  ordain 

For  licences  fhould  pay. 
Which  they  refus'd  with  jull  difdain. 

And  fled  the  camp  away. 

By  which  provifions  were  fo  fcant. 
That  hundreds  there  did  die, 

The  foldiers  food  and  drink  did  want. 
Nor  famine  could  they  fly. 

He  fo  much  lov'd  his  private  gain. 

He  could  not  hear  or  fee  ; 
They  might,  or  die,  or  might  complain, 

Without  relief,  pardie. 


That, 
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That,   above  and  againft  all  right. 

By  word  of  mouth  did  he, 
'In  council  fitting,  hellifh  fpite. 

The  Farmer's  fate  decree  : 

That  he,  O  ciel  !  without  trial, 

Straitway  (hould  hanged  be  ; 
Though  then  the  courts  were  open  all. 

Yet  Nero  judge  would  be. 

No  fooner  faid,   but  it  was  done. 

The  BOURREAU  did  his  worft; 
Gaphny,  alas !  is  dead  and  gone. 

And  left  his  judge  accurft. 

In  this  concife  defpotic  way 

Unhappy  Gaphny  fell. 
Which  did  ail  honell:  men  afFray, 

As  truly  it  might  well. 

Full  two  good  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

This  poor  man's  real  eftate. 
He  fettled  on  his  favourite  dear. 

And  Culliford  can  fay  't. 

Bcfides,  he  gave  five  hundred  pound 

To  Fielding  his  own  fcribe, 
Who  was  his  bail  ;  one  friend  he  found. 

He  ow'd  him  to  the  bribe. 

Ct4  But,. 
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But  for  this  horrid  murder  vile 

None  did  him  profecute  ; 
His  old  friend  help'd  him  o'er  the  ftile  : 

With  Satan  who  difpute  ? 

With  France,  fair  England's  mortal  foe, 

A  trade  he  carry'd  on  ; 
Had  any  other  done't,  I  trow 

To  Tripos  he  had  gone. 

That  he  did  likevvife  traiteroufly. 

To  bring  his  ends  to  bear. 
Enrich  himfelf  moil  knavifhly  ; 

O  thief  without  compare  ! 

Vaft  quantities  of  ftores  did  he 

Embezzle  and  purloin  ; 
Of  the  king's  ftores  he  kept  a  key, 

Converting  them  to  coin. 

The  forfeited  eflates  alfo. 

Both  real  and  perfonal, 
Pid  with  the  ftores  together  go. 

Fierce  Cerberus  fwallow'd  all. 

Mean  while  the  foldiers  figh'd  and  fobb'd, 

For  not  one  foufe  had  they  j 
His  Excellence  had  each  man  fobb'd. 

For  he  had  funk  their  pay. 


Nero, 


»3S 
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Nero,  without  the  leaft  difguife,  i 

The  papiib  at  all  times  ■ 

Still  favour'd,  and  their  robberies 

Look'd  on  as  trivial  crimes.  ' 

The  Proteflants  whom  they  did  rob  j 

During  his  government,  ] 

Were  forc'd  with  patience,  like  good  Job, 

To  rell  themfelves  content.  'i 

For  he  did  bafely  them  refufe  ; 

All  legal  remedy  ;  i 

The  Romans  ftill  he  well  did  ufe. 

Still  fcreen'd  their  roguery. 

Succinftly  thus  to  you  I've  told. 

How  this  Viceroy  did  reign  ; 
And  other  truths  I  Ihall  unfold,  ; 

For  truth  is  always  plain. 

The  Beft  of  Queens  he  hath  revll'd,  ' 

Before  and  fmce  her  death, 
He,  cruel  and  ungrateful,   fmil'd 

When  fhe  refign'd  her  breath.  i 

Forgetful  of  the  favours  kind 

She  had  on  him  beftow'd,  i 

Like  Lucifer  his  rancorous  mind, 

He  lov'd  not  her  nor  God,  ' 

But, 
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But  liften,  Nero,  lend  thy  ears, 
As  ftill  thou  haft  them  on  ; 

Hear  what  Britannia  fays  with  tears, 
Of  Anna  dead  and  gone. 

"  Oh  !    facred  be  her  memorv, 
**  For  ever  dear  her  name  ! 

"  There  never  was,  nor  ere  can  be, 
*'  A  brighter,  j after  dame. 

•'  Bleft  be  my  fons,  and  eke  all  thofe 
"  Who  on  her  praifes  dwell  ! 

"  She  conquer'd  Britain's  fierceft  foes, 
'•  She  did  all  queens  excel. 

*'  All  princes,  kings,  and  potentates, 

*'  Ambafladors  did  fend  : 
*'  All  nations,  provinces,  and  ftates, 

"  Sought  Anna  for  their  friend. 

*'  In  Anna  they  did  all  confide, 
"  For  Anna  they  could  truft  : 

"  Her  royal  faith  they  all  had  try'd, 
"  For  Anna  ftill  was  juft. 

"  Truth,  mercy,  juftice,  did  furround 
**  Her  awful  judgment-feat, 

^'  In  her  the  Graces  all  v/ere  found, 
''  In  Anna  all  compkat. 


She 
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**  She  held  the  fword  and  balance  right, 

"  And  fought  her  people's  good  : 
*'  In  clemency  fhe  did  delight, 

*'  Her  reign  not  llain'd  with  blood. 

**  Her  gracious  goodnefs,  piety, 

"  In  all  her  deeds  did  ihine, 
*'  And  bounteous  was  her  charity; 

*'  All  attributes  divine. 

*'  Confummate  wifdom,  meeknefs  all, 

"  Adorn'd  the  words  fhe  fpoke  ; 
*'  When  they  from  h-er  fair  lips  did  fall; 

"And  fweet  her  lovely  look. 

*'  Ten  thoufand  glorious  deeds  to  crown, 

"  She  caus'd  dire  war  to  ceafe; 
**  A  greater  Emprefs  ne'er  was  known, 

"  She  fix'd  the  world  in  peace. 

*'  This  lafl  and  godlike  aO.  atchiev'd, 
"  To  Heaven  ibe  wing'd  her  flight : 

"  Her  lofs  with  tears  all  Europe  griev'd  ; 
"  Their  ftrength,  and  dear  delight. 

"  Leave  we  in  blifs  this  heavenly  Saint, 

*'  Revere,  ye  juft,  her  urn  ; 
"  Her  virtues  high  and  excellent, 

"  Aflrea  gone  we  mourn. 

*'  Com- 
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**  Commemorate,  my  fons,  the  day 
"  Which  gave  great  Anna  birth  : 

*'  Keep  it  for  ever  and  for  aye, 
*'  And  annual  be  your  mirth  !" 

Illuftrious  George  now  fills  the  throne. 

Our  wife  benign  good  King  : 
Who  can  his  wondrous  deeds  ipake  known? 

Or  his  bright  aftions  fing  ? 

Thee,  favourite  Nero,  he  has  deign'd 

To  raife  to  high  degree  ! 
Well  thou  thy  honours  haft  fultain'd. 

Well  vouch'd  thy  anceftry. 

But  pafs — Thefe  honours  on  thee  laid. 
Can  they  e'er  make  thee  white  ? 

Don't  Gaphny's  blood,  which  thou  haft  fhed. 
Thy  guilty  foul  affright  i 

Oh!  is  there  not,  grim  mortal,  tell. 

Places  of  blifs  and  woe  ? 
Oh  !  is  there  not  a  heaven,  a  hell^ 

But  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 

-Can  nought  change  thy  obdurate  mind  ? 

Wilt  thou  for  ever  rail  ? 
The  prophet  on  thee  well  refiri'd. 

And  fet  thy  wit  to  fale. 


How 
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How  thou  art  loft  to  fenfe  and  fliame. 

Three  countries  witnefs  be  : 
Thy  condudl  all  juft  men  do  blamCy 

Libera  nos,  Domine  ! 

Dame  Juftice  waits  thee,  well  I  ween. 

Her  fword  is  brandiih'd  high  : 
Nought  can  thee  from  her  vengeance  fcreen. 

Nor  canft  thou  from  her  fly. 

Heavy  her  ire  will  fall  on  thee. 

The  glittering  fteel  is  fure  : 
Sooner  or  later,  all  agree, 

She  cuts  off  the  impure. 

To  her  I  leave  thee,  gloomy  peer  I 

Think  on  thy  crimes  committed  : 
Repent,  and  be  for  once  fincere. 

Thou  ne'er  wilt  be  De-Witted. 


SONG  S, 
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SONGS, 

,i 

SETTO       MUSIC  'I 

] 
E     Y       T     H     E 

1 

MOST     EMINENT     MASTERS. 
•I 

I. 

3    E    T"    B     Y 


Mr.         ABEL. 


R 


EADING  ends  in  melancholy  ; 

Wine  breeds  vices  and  difeafcs ; 
Wealth  is  but  care,  and  Love  but  folly  ; 

Only  Friendfhip  truly  pleafes. 
My  wealth,  my  books,  my  flafk,   my  Molly; 

Farewell  ail,  if  Friendfhip  ceafes. 
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II. 

SET       BY 

Mr.       PURCELL. 

Whither  wouldmypafllonrun? 

Shall  I  fly  her,  or  purfue  her  ? 
Lofing  her,  I  am  undone; 

Yet  would  not  gain  her,  to  undo  her. 

The  tyrants  of  the  human  breaft. 
Love  and  Reafon  !   ceafe  your  war. 

And  order  Death  to  give  me  reft  ; 
So  each  will  equal  triumph  fhare. 
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III. 


SET       BY 


Mr.      DE      FESCH. 

StREPHONETTA,  why  d'  ye  fly  me, 

With  fuch  rigour  in  your  eyes  ? 
Oh  !  'tis  cruel  to  deny  me, 

Since  your  charms  I  fo  much  prize* 

But  I  plainly  fee  the  reafon. 

Why  in  vain  I  you  purfu'd  ; 
Her  to  gain  'twas  out  of  feafon. 

Who  before  the  chaplain  woo'd. 


SET 
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IV. 


SET      Br 


Mr.       smith. 

\^  OME,  weep  no  more,  for  'tis  in  vain  ; 

Torment  not  thus  your  pretty  heart : 
Think,  Flavia,  we  may  meet  again. 

As  well  as,  that  we  now  muft  part. 

You  figh  and  weep  :   the  Gods  negledl 
That  precious  dew  your  eyes  let  fall : 

Our  joy  and  grief  with  like  refpeft 
They  mind:   and  that  i;,  not  at  all. 

We  pray,  in  hopes  they  will  be  kind, 
As  if  they  did  regard  our  ftate  : 

They  hear  ;  and  the  return  we  find 
Is,  that  no  prayers  can  alter  Fate, 

Then  clear  your  brow,  and  look  more  gay. 
Do  not  yourfelf  to  grief  refign  ; 

Who  knows  but  that  thofe  powers  may 
The  pair,   they  now  have  parted,   join  ? 

But,  fince  they  have  thus  cruel  been. 
And  could  fuch  conftant  lovers  fever ; 

I  dare  not  truft,  lell  now  they  're  in, 
They  fhould  divide  us  two  for  e/er. . 
Vol.  II.  R 
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Then,  Flavia,  come,  and  let  us  grieve. 
Remembering  though  upon  what  fcore  j 

This  our  lafi:  parting  look  believe. 
Believe  we  muft  embrace  no  more. 

Yet,  {hould  our  fun-  fliine  out  at  laft  ; 

And  Fortune,  without  more  deceit. 
Throw  but  one  reconciling  caft. 

To  make  two  wandering  lovers  meet  %■ 

How  great  then  would  our  plcafure  be, 
To  find  Heaven  kinder  than  believ'd  j 

And  we,  who  had  no  hopes  to  fee 
Each  other,  to  be  thus  deceiv'd  ! 

But  fay,  Ihould  Heaven  bring  no  relief^ 
Suppofe  our  fun  fhould  never  rife  : 

Why  then  what  's  due  to  fuch  a  grief,  • 
We  've  paid  already  with  our  eyes.- 


^ 
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V. 

SET       BY 

Mr.      D     E       F     E     S     C     H. 

jLv  E  T  perjur'd  fair  Amynta  know, 
What  for  her  fake  I  undergo  ; 
Tell  her,  for  her  how  I  fuftain 
A  lingering  fever's  wafting  pain  ; 
Tell  her,  the  torments  I  endure, 
Which  only,  only  flie  can  cure. 

But,  oh  !   (he  fcorns  to  hear,  or  fee, 
The  wretch  that  lies  fo  low  as  me  ; 
Her  fudden  greatnefs  turns  her  brain, 
And  Strephen  hopes,  alas  !  in  vain  : 
For  ne'er  'twas  found  (though  often  try'd) 
That  pity  ever  dwelt  with  pride. 


R    2 
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VI. 


S    E    T       B    Y  j 

M  R.       S    M    I    T    H.  i 

j 

X    H  I  L  L  I  S,  fince  we  have  both  been  kind^  i 

And  of  each  other  had  cur  fill ;  j 

Tell  me  what  pleafure  you  can  find. 

In  forcing:  nature  'gainll:  her  will.  \ 

'Tis  true,  you  may  with  art  and  pain  j 

Keep-in  fome  glowings  of  defire  ;  | 

But  Itill  thofe  glowings  which  remain  | 

Are  only  afhcs  of  the  fire.  'I 

Then  let  us  free  each  other's  foul. 

And  laugh  at  the  dull  conftant  fool, 
V/ho  would  Love's  liberty  controul. 

And  teach  us  how  to  whine  by  rule» 

Let  us  no  impofitions  fet, 

Or  clogs  upon  each  other's  heart ; 
But,  as  for  pleafure  firft  we  met. 

So  now  for  pleafure  let  us  part. 

We 
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We  both  have  fpent  our  ftock  ©f  love. 

So  confequently  fhould  be  free  ; 
Thyrils  expefts  you  in  yon'  grove  ; 

And  pretty  Chloris  iiays  for  me. 


VII. 

S   £    T      B    y 

Mr.       DE       FESCH. 

1    HILL  IS,  this  pious  talk  give  o'er. 
And  modeftly  pretend  no  more  j 

It  is  too  plain  an  art : 
Surely  you  take  me  for  a  fool. 
And  would  by  this  pxove  me  fo  dull. 

As  not  to  know  your  heart. 

Ill  vain  you  fancy  to  deceive, 
For  truly  I  can  ne'er  believe 

But  this  is  all  a  fham  ; 
Since  any  one  may  plainly  fee. 
You  'd  only  fave  yourfelf  with  me. 

And  with  another  damn. 


Rj  VIII.     S   E   T 


4^5  POEMS        OF 


VIII. 

SET       BY 

Mr.       smith. 

i^  T  I  L  L,  Dorlnda,  I  adore  ; 

Think  I  mean  not  to  deceive  you  ; 
For  I  lov'd  you  much  before. 
And,  alas  !  now  love  you  more. 

Though  I  force  myfelf  to  leave  you. 

Staying,  I  my  vows  fhall  fail ; 
Virtue  yields,  as  love  grows  ftronger  j 

Fierce  defires  will  fure  prevail  ; 

You  are  fair  ;  and  I  am  frail. 
And  dare  truft  myfelf  no  longer. 

You,  my  love,  too  nicely  coy. 
Left  I  ftiould  have  gain'd  the  treafure, 
Made  my  vows  and  oaths  deftroy 
The  pleafing  hopes  I  did  enjoy 
Of  all  jny  future  peace  and  pleafure. 


To 
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To  my  vows  I  have  been  true. 
And  in  filence  hid  my  anguifh, 
But  I  cannot  promife  too 
What  my  love  may  make  me  do, 
While  with  her  for  whom  I  languiflu 

For  in  thee  flrange  magick  lies, 
And  my  heart  is  too,  too  tender ; 
Nothing  's  proof  againll  thofe  eyes, 
Beft  refolves  and  ftricleit  ties 
To  their  force  mult  foon  furrender. 

But,  Dorinda,  you  're  fevere, 
I  moft  doating,  thus  to  fever  j 
Since  from  all  I  hold  moft  dear. 
That  you  may  no  longer  fear, 
I  divorce  myfelf  for  ever. 


R  4  SET 
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IX. 


SET        BY 

Mr.       D     E       F     E     S     C     H. 

J.  S  it,  O  Love,  thy  want  of  eyes. 

Or  by  the  Fates  decreed. 
That  hearts  fo  feldom  fympathize. 

Or  for  each  other  bleed  ? 

If  thou  would'ft  make  two  youthful  hearts 

One  amorous  fliaft  obey; 
'T  would  fave  thee  the  expence  of  darts. 

And  mere  extend  thy  fway. 

Forbear,  alas  !   thus  to  deftroy 

Thyfelf,  thy  growing  power  ; 
For  that  which  would  be  ftretch'd  by  joy, 

Defpair  will  foon  devour. 

Ah  !    wound  then,  my  relentlefs  fair. 

For  thy  own  fake  and  mine  ; 
That  boundlefs  blifs  may  be  my  fliare. 

And  double  glory  thine. 


X.       SET 
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X. 

SET       BY 

M  R.       S     M    I    T    H. 

W  HY,  Harry,  what  ails  you?  why  look  you 
fo  fad  ? 

To  think  and  ne'er  drink,  will  make  you  flark- 
mad. 

'Tis  the  miftrcfs,  the  friend,  and  the  bottle,  ola 
boy  ! 

Which  create  all  the  pleafure  poor  mortals 
enjoy  ; 

But  wine  of  the  three  's  the  moft  cordial  bro- 
ther, 

for  one  it  relieves,  and  it  ftrengthens  the  other. 


XI.     s  £   T 
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xr. 


SET       B    r 


Mr.       smith. 


^IN  C  E  my  words,    though  ne'er  fo  tender. 

With  fincereft  truth  exprefl. 
Cannot  make  your  heart  furrender. 

Nor  fo  much  as  warm  your  breall : 

What  will  move  the  fprings  of  nature  ? 

What  will  make  you  think  me  true  ? 
Tell  me,    thou  myfterious  creature. 

Tell  poor  Strephon  what  will  do. 

Do  not,  Charmlon,  rack  your  lover 

Thus,  by  feeming  not  to  know 
What  fo  plainly  all  difcover, 

What  his  eyes  fo  plainly  fhow. 

Fair-one,  'tis  yourfelf  deceiving, 

'Tis  againft  your  Reafon's  law  : 
Athcift-like  (th'  efFeft  deceiving) 

Still  to  difbelieve  the  caufe. 


SET 
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XII. 

SET       BY 

Mr.      DE      FESCH. 


JVl  O  R E  L  L  A,  charming  without  art. 

And  kind  without  defign. 
Can  never  lofc  the  fmallefl  part 

Of  fuch  a  heart  as  mine. 

Oblig'd  a  thoufand  feveral  ways. 
It  ne'er  can  break  her  chains ; 

^hile  paffion,  which  her  beauties  raife, 
}Ay  gratitude  maintains. 


SET 
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xm. 

SET       BY 

Mr.      DE      FESCH. 

J_vOVE!  inform  thy  faithful  creature 
How  to  keep  his  fair-one's  heart ; 

Muft  it  be  by  truth  of  nature  ? 
Or  by  poor  diflembling  art  r 

Tell  the  fecret,  Ihevv  the  wonder. 
How  we  both  may  gain  our  ends  ; 

I  am  loft;  if  we're  afunder. 

Ever  tortur'd  if  we  're  friends. 


XIV, 

SET        BY 

Mr.       D    E       FESCH. 

X  OUCH  the  lyre,  on  every  ftring, 
Touch  it,  Orpheus,  I  will  fing. 


h  fong 
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A  fong  wKicK  ftiall  immortal  be  ; 
Since  fhe  I  fing  's  a  deity  : 
A  Leonora,  whofe  bleft  birth 
Has  no  relation  to  this  earth. 


XV. 

SET       B    T 

Mr.       smith. 


O, 


'NCE  I  was  unconfin'd  and  free. 
Would  I  had  been  (o  ftill ! 
Enjoying  fweeteft  liberty, 
And  roving  at  my  will. 

But  now,  not  mafter  of  my  heart, 

Cupid  does  fo  decide. 
That  two  fne-tyrants  fhall  it  part, 

And  fo  poor  me  divide. 

Viftoria's  will  I  mull  obey. 
She  acls  without  controul  : 

Phillis  has  fuch  a  taking  way, 
She  charms  mv  vcrv  foul. 


Deceiv'd 
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Decelv'd  by  Phil  lis'  looks  and  fmileSi 

Into  her  fnares  I  run  : 
Viftoria  fhews  me  all  her  wiles. 

Which  yet  I  dare  not  fhun. 

From  one  I  fancy  every  kifs 
Has  fomething  in  't  divine ; 

And,  awful,  tafte  the  bahny  blifs, 
That  joins  her  lips  with  mine. 

But,  when  the  other  I  embrace, 
Though  (he  be  not  a  queen, 
Methinks  'tis  fweet  with  fuch  a  lafs 
To  tumble  on  the  green. 

Thus  here  you  fee  a  fliared  heart. 
But  I,  mean  while,  the  fool  : 

Each  in  it  has  an  equal  part. 
But  neither  yet  the  whole. 

Nor  will  it,  if  I  right  forecaft, 

To  either  wholly  yield  : 
1  find  the  time  approaches  fall. 

When  both  muft  quit  the  field* 


SET 
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XVI* 


SET       BY 


Mr.      DE      FESCH. 

Jr  AREWEL,  Amynta,  wd  muft  part  j 

The  charm  has  loft  its  power, 
Which  held  fo  faft  my  captiv'd  heart 

Until  this  fatal  hour. 

Hadft  thou  not  thus  my  love  abus'd. 

And  us'd  me  ne'er  fo  ill^ 
Thy  cruelty  I  had  excus'd,  « 

And  I  had  lov'd  thee  Hill. 

But  know,  my  foul  difdain'd  thy  fway. 
And  fcorns  thy  charms  and  thee. 

To  which  each  fluttering  coxcomb  may 
As  welcome  be  as  me. 

Think  in  what  perfeft  blifs  you  reigned. 

How  lov'd  before  thy  fall ; 
And  now,  alas  !  how  much  difdain'd 

By  me,  and  fcorn'd  by  all. 


Yet 
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Yet  thinking  of  each  happy  hour. 
Which  I  with  thee  have  fpent. 

So  robs  my  rage  of  all  its  power. 
That  I  almoft  relent. 

But  pride  will  never  let  me  bow, 
No  more  thy  charms  can  move : 

Yet  thou  art  worth  my  pity  now, 
Becaufe  thou  hadft  mv  love. 


XVIL 


M  R.       S     M     1     T     H. 

jClCCEPT,  my  love,  as  true  a  heart 

As  ever  lover  ga.ve  : 
'Tis  free  (it  vows)  from  any  art. 

And  proud  to  be  your  flave. 

Then  take  it  kindly,  as  'twas  meant, 

And  let  the  giver  live  : 
Who,  with  it,  would  the  world  have  fent. 

Had  it  been  his  to  give. 

And, 
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And,   that  Dorinda  may  not  fear 

I  e'er  will  prove  untrue. 
My  vows  fhall,  ending  with  the  year, 

With  it  begin  anew. 


XVIII. 

SET       BY 

Mr.      DE      FESCH. 


N 


AN  NY  blufhes  when  I  woo  her. 
And,    with  kindly-chiding  ey<is, 
Faintly  fays,  I  fhall  undo  her. 
Faintly,  O  forbear  !  ihe  cries. 

But  her  breafts  while  I  am  prefling,  , 
While  to  her's  my  lips  I  join, 

Warm'd  {he  feems  to  talle  the  bleffing, 
And  her  kiffes  anfwer  mine. 

Undebauch'd  by  rules  of  honour, 
Innocence  with  nature  charms  ; 

One  bids,  gently  pufh  me  from  her, 
T'other,  take  me  in  her  arms. 


Vol.  II,  S  SET 


t^9  POEMS        OF 


XIX, 

SET      By 

MR.        S    M    I    T    H. 

0  I N  C  E  we  your  hufband  daily  fee 
So  jealous  out  of  feafon, 

Phillis,  let  you  and  I  agree 
To  make  him  fo  with  reafon. 

1  'm  vext  to  think,  that  every  night 

A  fot,  Avithin  thy  arms, 
Tailing  the  moll  divine  delight. 
Should  fully  all  your  charms. 

While  fretting  I  mufl  lie  alone, 

Curfing  thie  powers  divine, 
That  undefervedly  have  thrown 
A  pearl  unto  a  fwine. 

Then,  Phillis,  heal  my  wounded  heart. 

My  burning,  paffion  cool ; 
Let  me  at  leall  in  th-ee  have  part 

With  thy  infipid  fool. 

XX.     S   E   T 
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XX. 


Set     by     C.     R. 


A    H I L  L I  S,  give  this  humour  over. 
We  too  long  have  time  abus'd  ; 

I  fhall  turn  an  errant  rover. 
If  the  favour's  ftill  refus'd. 

Faith  !  'tis  nonfenf*  out  of  meafure. 

Without  ending  thus  to  fee 
Women  forc'd  to  tafte  a  pleafure 

Which  they  love  as  well  as  v,'e. 

Let  not  pride  and  folly  fhare  you, 
We  were  made  but  to  enjoy  ; 

Ne'er  will  age  or  cenfure  fpare  you. 
E'er  the  more  for  being  coy. 

Never  fancy  Time's  before  you, 
Youth,   believe  me,  will  away; 

Then,   alas  !    who  will  adore  you. 
Or  to  wrinkles  tribute  pay  ? 

All  the  fwains  on  you  attending 

Show  how  much  your  charms  deferve  ; 

But,  -mifer-like,   for  fear  of  fpending. 
You  amidll  your  plenty  ftarve. 
S   2 


While 
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While  a  thoufand  freer  lafles. 

Who  their  youth  and  charms  employ^ 
Though  your  beauty  their's  furpafles. 

Live  in  far  more  perfeft  joy, 


xxr. 
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ASTE,  my  Nannette,   my  lovely  maid, 
Hade  to  the  bawer  thy  fwain  has  made ; 
For  thee  alone  I  made  the  bower. 
And  flrcw'd  the  couch  with  many  a  flower. 
None  but  my  (heep  fhall  near  us  come : 
Venus  be  prais'd !  my  fheep  are  dumb. 
Great  God  of  Love !   take  thou  my  crook,. 
To  keep  the  wolf  from  Nannette's  flock. 
Guard  thou  the  (heep,   to  Her  fo  dear; 
My  own,   alas  !  are  lefs  my  care. 
But,  of  the  wolf  if  thou  'rt  afraid. 
Come  not  to  us  to  call  for  aid ; 
For  with  her  fwain  my  love  fnall  ftay. 
Though  the  wolf  llroll,  and  the  Iheep  llray. 
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XXIII. 

SET       BY 

MR.       DE        FESCH. 

1  N  vain,  alas!  poor  Strephon  tries 

To  eafe  his  tortur'd  breaft ; 
Since  Amoret  the  cure  denies, 

And  makes  his  pain  a  jefl. 

Ah  !    fair-one,  why  to  me  fo  coy  ? 

And  why  to  him  fo  true, 
Who  with  more  coldnefs  flights  the  joy. 

Than  I  with  love  purfue? 

Die  then,   unhappy  lover  !   die  ; 

For,  fnicc  fhe  gives  thee  death, 
The  world  has  nothing  that  can  buy 

A  minute  more  of  breath. 

Yet,  though  I  could  your  fcorn  outlive, 

'Twere  folly  ;  fmce  to  me 
Not  love  itfclf  a  joy  can  give. 

But,   Amoret,   in  thee. 
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XXIV. 

SET        BY 

MR.        DE        FESCH. 


Wi 


E  L  L  !  I  will  never  more  complain,  i 

Or  call  the  Fates  unkind  ;  j 

Alas !   how  fond  it  is,  how  vain  !  j 

But  felf-conceitednefs  does  reign  i 

In  every  mortal  mind.  \ 


'Tis  true  they  long  did  me  deny. 

Nor  would  permit  a  fight  ; 
I  rag'd  ;  for  I  could  not  efpy,  > 

Or  think  that  any  harm  could  lie 

Difguis'd  in  that  delight.  ,^ 

At  laft,   my  wiflies  to  fulfil. 

They  did  their  power  refign ; 
I  faw  her;   but  I  wifh  I  ftill 
Had  been  obedient  to  their  will. 

And  they. not  unto  mine. 

Yet  I  by  this  have  learnt  the  wit. 

Never  to  grieve  or  fret : 
Contentedly  I  will  fubmit. 
And  think  that  bell  which  they  think  fit. 

Without  the  leaft  regret. 

S  4  XXV.    s  E  T 
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XXV. 
SET      BY      MR.      C.   R, 

V/iHLOE  beauty  has  and  wit. 
And  an  air  that  is  not  common  ; 

Every  charm  in  her  does  meet, 
Fit  to  make  a  handfome  woman. 

But  we  do  not  only  find 

Here  a  lovely  face  or  feature  ; 

For  file  's  merciful  and  kind. 

Beauty's  anfwer'd  by  good-nature. 

She  is  always  doing  good, 

Of  her  favours  never  fparing. 

And,   as  all  good  Chriftians  Oiould, 
Keeps  poor  mortals  from  defpairing. 

Jove  the  power  knew  of  her  charms, 
And  that  no  man  could  endure  them, 

So,   providing  'gainft  all  harms. 

Gave  to  her  the  power  to  cure  them. 

And  'twould  be  a  cruel  thing. 

When  her  black  eyes  have  rais'd  defire. 
Should  Ihe  not  her  bucket  bring. 

And  kindly  help  to  quench  the  fire. 


XXVI. 
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i^INCE,  Moggy,  I  mun  bid  adieu. 

How  can  I  help  defpairing  ? 
Let  cruel  fate  us  ftill  purfue. 

There  's  nought  more  worth  my  caring, 

'Twas  {he  alone  could  calm  my  foul. 
When  racking  thoughts  did  grieve  me  ; 

Her  eyes  my  trouble  could  control. 
And  into  joys  deceive  me. 

Farewe!,  ye  brooks  ;  no  more  along 
Your  banks  mun  I  be  walking: 

No  more  you'll  hear  my  pipe  or  fang. 
Or  pretty  Moggy's  talking. 

But  I  by  death  an  end  will  give 
To  grief,  fince  we  mun  fever : 

For  who  can  after  parting  live, 
Ought  to  be  wretched  ever. 


XXVII. 
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XXVII. 

OOME  kind  angel,  gently  flying, 
Mov'd  with  pity  at  my  pain. 

Tell  Corinna,   I  am  dying. 
Till  with  joy  we  meet  again. 

Tell  Corinna,  fince  we  parted, 
I  have  never  known  delight : 

And  fhall  foon  be  broken-heartedj 
If  I  longer  want  her  fight. 

Tell  her  how  her  lover,  mourning, 
Thinks  each  lazy  day  a  year  ; 

Curfing  every  morn  returning. 
Since  Corinna  is  not  here. 

Tell  her  too,  not  diflant  places, 
Will  fhc  be  but  true  and  kind, 

Joiu'd  with  time  and  change  of  paces, 
E'er  fhall  ihake  my  conllant  mind. 
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NELLY. 


W  H  I L  S  T  others  proclaim 
This  nymph,  or  that  fwain, 

Deareft  Nelly  the  lovely  I'll  fmg; 
She  flaall  grace  every  verfe, 
I'll  her  beauties  rehearfe. 

Which  lovers  can't  think  an  ill  thin^ 

Her  eyes  fhine  as  bright 

As  ftars  in  the  night. 
Her  complexion  divinely  is  fair; 

Her  lips,  red  as  a  cherry, 

Would  a  hermit  make  merry. 
And  black  as  a  coal  is  her  hair. 

Her  breath,  like  a  rofe, 

Its  fweets  does  difclofe. 
Whenever  you  ravifli  a  kifs  ; 

Like  ivory  inchas'd. 

Her  teeth  are  well  plac'd. 
An  exquifite  beauty  Ihe  is. 


Her 
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Her  plump  brealb  arc  white, 

Delighting  the  fight. 
There  Cupid  difcovers  her  charms  ; 

Oh  !  fpare  then  the  reft. 

And  think  of  the  beft  : 
'Tis  Heaven  to  die  in  her  arms. 

She  's  blooming  as  May, 

Brifk,  lively,  and  gay. 
The  Graces  play  all  round  about  her ; 

She  's  prudent  and  witty, 

Sings  wondroufly  pretty. 
And  there  h  no  living  without  her. 


M  I  S- 
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MISCELLANEA. 

A       D 

COM  ITEM      DORCESTRI^, 

IN     ANNUM     INEUNTEM     MDCLXXXIV. 

AD         J     A     N     U     M. 

•^  I  C  tua  perpetuis  foment  altaria  donis, 

Plurima  fic  flammae  pabula  mittat  Arabs ; 
Sic  dum  facra  novis  redimuntur  tempora  (ertis, 

Neftoreos  pofcant  fcemina  virque  dies ; 
Caffide  depofita,   placide  fic  nuncia  pacis 

Janua  fopito  cardine  limen  amet: 
Candida  procedant  fcllivo  tempora  motu, 

Et  faveat  Domino  qujelibet  hora  meo  ! 
Publica  conciliis  gravibus  feu  commoda  traflet, 

Seu  vacuum  pectus  mollior  urat  amor  ; 
Seu  pia  mordaci  meditetur  vulnera  charta, 

Vulnera  quae  tali  fola  levantur  cpe  ; 
Seu  legat  oblito  facilis  mea  carmina  faftu, 

O  !  bene  carminibus  ccnfule,  Dive,  raeis, 

Jane 
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Jane  fave,  Domini  veniet  natalis  ad  aras; 

O  !   fuperis  ipfis  facra  fit  ilia  dies  : 
Sacra  fit  ilia  dies,  niveoque  notata  lapillo, 

Qua  tulit  illuftris  nobile  mater  onus, 
Qua  mihi,  patronum  geftit  gentique  Quiritem, 

Artificique  Deo  pcsne  dedifiTe  parem. 


A      D 
DOM.  G     O     W     E     R, 

COLL.      MAGISTRUM, 

EPISTOLA      DEPRECATORIA. 


N 


I  S  I  tuam  jampridem  benevolentiam  &  lauda- 
tam  ab  expertis  audiviflcm,  &  expertus  ipfe  fxpif- 
fimc  laudafTem,  &  pudor  &  triftitia  confi:io  mihi  fi- 
lentium  indixiflent :  at  enim  V.  R.  dum  coram  pa- 
trono,  amico,  patre,  provolvor,  te  non  dubitat  im- 
petrare  audax  dolor  per  accepta  dim  beneficia,  per 
effluentes  lacrymas  (&  ha;  mentiri  nefi:iuut)  perque 
tuum  ifthunc  celeberrimum  candorem,  quern  impru- 
dens  laefi,  folicitus  repeto  ut  peccanti  igoofcas,    & 

obliteres 
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obliteres  crimen,  at  non  folum  ad  condifclpulorum 
menfam,  fed  ad  magiftri  gratiam  reftituatur,  favori* 
tui  ftudiofiffimus,  M.  P. 


CARMEN    DEPRECATORIUM    AD    EUNDEM, 

I  R  A  T  A  S  acuit  dum  laefus  Apollo  fagittas, 

Negleftas  renovat  mcefta  Thalia  preccs ; 
Qualefcunque  potefl:  jejuno  promere  cantu  ; 

Heu  mihi  non  eft  res  ingeniofa  fames ! 
Grana  neges,  alacri  languet  vis  ignea  gallo, 

D?me  laboranti  pabula,  languet  equus. 
Latrantis  ftomachi  fterilis  nee  pafcis  hiatum 

Dapjini,  nee  arentem  Caftalis  unda  fitim. 
Turn  bene  laffatur  Flaccus  cum  dixerit  Ohe ! 

Pieriafque  mcrum  nobilitavit  aquas. 
Jtjuni  deprefia  jacet  vel  Mufa  Maronis, 

Flet  culiccm  efuriens  qui  fatur  arma  canit, 
O  fi  r  M3ccenr.s  major  mihi  riferit,    O  fi 

Fulgent!  folitum  regnct  in  ore  jabar, 
Crimine  purgato  pie  poft  jejunia,  Mufa 
,.  Inciperct  prseful  grandia,   teque  loqui. 

M.  P, 
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"  DUM    BIBIMUS  ■  '       ■ 

**  OBREPIT  NON   INTELLECl'A   SENECTUS.'* 

O I STE  mero  bibulas  efFufo  temporls  alas, 
Hefternumve  minax  coge  redire  diem  ; 

Nil  facis ;  ufque  volabit  inexorabilis  aetas, 
Canitiemque  cuput  fentiet  atque  rugas. 

I  brevis,  &  properans  in  funus  nefte  corollas, 
Mox  conflagrando  conde  Falerna  rogo. 

Clepfydra  Saturni  tua  nee  cryftalina  diflant, 
Dum  motu  parili  vinum  Sc  arena  fluunt. 

Dum  loquor,  ecce  !    perit  redimitae  gloria  frontis, 
Dat  rofa  de  fertis  lapfa,  Memento  mori. 

Sed  tibi,  dum  noras  nimis  properare  puellas, 
Ut  citius  rumpat  ftamina,  Bacchus  adell. 

Deftituit  c?ecum  fubito  fol  ebrius  orbem, 
Occafum  tremulo  narrat  adefle  rubor. 

M.  P, 


REVE- 
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REVEREKDO     IN    CHRISTO     PATAl 

T     U      O      M     /E        S      P     K     A      T> 

.EPISCOPI     ROF.FENS,!,    ETC. 

V  XCIMUS,  exult?.ns  faufto  crepat  omine  DaphnU, 

TeHaturque  bonos  nuncia  fibra  Deos ; 
Grandius  cloquium  meditare  Thalia,  patronum 

Quern  modo  laudafti,  nunc  venerare  patrem. 
Quis  putet  incertis  volvi  fubtegmina  Parcis  ? 

Quis  meritos  sequum  delHtuifle  Jovem  ? 
Cum  virtute  tuum  crefcit  decus,  aucle  facerdos, 

Impatienfque  breves  fpernk  utrumque  modos» 
Qualiter  Elreo  felix  in  pulvere  vidlor, 

Cui  femcl  qrnatas  lambit  oliva  comas, 
Sufpirans  partas  queritur  m^cefcere  frondes^ 

Et  parat  elapfas  ad  nova  bella  rotas,: 
,Sic  tibi  major  honos  veteres  protudit  hpnorea, 

Metaque  praeterita;  laudis  origo  nova;  eft  : 
Phceba;ae  juvenile  caput  cinxere  corollas, 

,PaIma  vira  decuit  tempora,  mitra  fenis.       M.  P„ 

Vol..  IL  T  .e  p  .i  s- 
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EPISTOLA    EODEM    TEMPORE    MISSA. 

CUM  voluntas  regia,  optimatum  confenfus,  bo- 
norumque  omnium  ftudia  infulam  merenti  concef- 
ferint,  ignofcas,  pater  reverende,  quod  inter  com- 
munem  populi  plaufum  ciiens  eo  minus  ad  enarran- 
dum  fufficiens  quo  beneficiis  plus  fuerim  devinftus, 
&  tuos  in  eccleiia  honores  &  ecclefise  a  tuis  honoribus 
ielicitatem  feftinet  gratulari,  favoris  tui  ftudiofiffi- 
mus,  M.  P> 


A       D 

FRANC.     EPISC.     ELIENSEM. 

xLXORATA  boni  tribuerunt  munera  Divi, 

Patronique  nevus  tempora  cingit  honos. 
Concedas  hilaris  repetitum  Mufa  laborem, 

Et  notum  celebres,  et  mihi  duke  decus. 
O  fi  te  canerem,  praeful  venerabilis,  O  fi 

Fiftula  cum  titulis  crefceret  aufta  tuis, 
jSLque  turba  tibi  non  cederet  ima  clientum, 

Cederet  ac  numeris  optima  Mufa  meis. 
Hoc  tamen  ut  meditor,  mihi  quid  nifi  vota  fuperfunt? 

Imbelles  humeros  nobile  laffat  onus. 
Ergo  minor  virtus  celebretur,  dum  tibi  prsful 

Quod  laudem  fuperes  gloria  major  erit. 

CUM 
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CUM  virtutes  tuas  unufquifque  collaudet  &hono- 
•resgratuletur,  noflraj  V.  R.  audacia;  ignofcat  tua  be- 
nignitas,  fi  minima  pollens  eloquentia,  ardentiffimo 
tamen  ftudio  accenfus,  ad  communem  populi  chorum 
adjungens  vocem,  cum  virum  optimum  tum  benig- 
niffimum  celebret  patronum,  qui,  tuis  maxime  de- 
vindus  beneficiis,  fummopere  conatur  merito  vocari 
Favoris  tui  ItudioOiTimus,  M.  P. 


"    QUICQJJID    VULT,    VALDE    V,ULT." 

ly  U  M  tingit  Siculus  foHs  ccelique  meatus, 
Aftra  polofque  tuos  quos  fibi  condit  habet. 

Ml  facit  inltantis  mortis  bellique  tumultusj 
Ufque  fed  egregium  fedulus  urget  opus. 

Non  vacat  exiguse  curas  impendere  vits  ; 
Sat  fibi  curarum  Conditcu-  orbis  habet. 
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COMITIS  EXONIENSIS  CRISTAM, 

TRITICI   FASCpM   LEONI?US   SUSTENTATUM, 
MDCLXXXIX, 

tEMMA,   **  SUSTENTARE    ET    DEBELLARE." 

Jl/  U  M  tibi  dat  fortes  Cybele  veneranda  leones, 

Flavaque  colleftas  addit  Eleufis  opes  : 
Invidia  major,  vidoque  potentlor  jevo, 

I  decus,  I  noftra  Ceciliana  domus. 
Sparge  inopi  fruges,  &  pelle  leonibus  hoftem  ; 

Copia  quid  valet  hinc,  quid  timor  inde,  refer. 
Pollens  muneribus  belli  vel  pads,  habes,  quo 

Atque  homines  fuperes,  atque  imitere  Deos, 
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EPITAPHIUM. 

M.    S.     CAROLI     MONTAGUE, 

Honorabilis  Georgii  de  Horton  in  agro  Northanto- 

nienfi  Fllius  natu  fextus, 

Henrici  Comitis  de  Mancheller  nepos, 

Scholias  Regiae  Weftmonafterienfis  Alumnus, 

CoIIegii  S.  S.  Trinitatis  Cantabrigienfis  Socius. 

Literas  humaniores  feliciter  excoluit, 

Et  in  difpari  laudis  genere  clarus. 

Inter  Poetas  pariter  ac  Oratores  Anglos  excelluit : 

Magna  ingenii  indole  ; 

Bonarumque  artium  difciplinis  inftrudlus. 

Ex  Academiae  umbraculis 

In  confpeftum  hominum  prcdiit, 

Literatorum  decus    8c  prsefidium. 

Omni  dehinc  cogitatione 

Communi  bono  promovendo  incubult  : 

Brevique  hunc  virum. 

Sua  in  fenatu  folertia,  in  concilio  providentia. 

In  utroque,  juflitia,  fides,    aufloritas. 

Ad  gerendam  rerarii  curam  evexit  : 

Ubi  laborantibus  fifci  rebus  opportune  fubvenien;, 

Simul  monetara  argenteam 

Magno  Reipublic^e  detrimento  imminutam 

T  3  De 
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De  novo  cudi  fecit ; 
Et  inter  abfolvendum  tanta;  molls  opus. 
Flagrante  etiam    bello, 
Impreffis  chartulis 
PecuniaruiB  ratiotiem  pretiumque  impertiit. 
His  meritis  et  patriae  &  principis  gratiam  confecutus» 
Familiam  fuam  diu  illuftrem,  illuftriorem  reddidit; 
Baro  fcilicet,    deinde  comes  de  Halifax  creatus. 
Ad  tres  Montacutani  nominis  proceres  quartus  accefTit.. 
Summo  denique  Perifcelidis  honore  ornatus, 
Publici  commodi  indefeflus  adhuc  confultor. 
Media   inter   conamina,    otium    cum   dignitate. 
Quod  dcfideravit,  &  meruit,  vix  tandem  affecutus  ;. 
(Proh  brevem  humanarum  rerum  fiduciam  !) 
Omnibus  bonis  flebilis  occidit, 
XIX  die  Maii,  Anno  Salutis   mdccxv. 
^Efatis  fuje  liv. 
Patruo  de  fe  optime  merenti, 
Et   bonorum    &   honorum   haeres, 
Georgius  comes  de  Halifax^ 
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ENGRAVEN  ON  THREE  SIDES  OF  AN  ANTIQUE 
LAMP,  GIVEN  BY  ME  TO  LORD  HARLEY. 

A  N  T  I  QJJ  A  M   hanc  lampadem 
E  Mufeo  Colbertinino  allatam, 
Domino  Harleo  inter  Ka//,^iAia  fua 
Reponendam  D-D.  Matth3eus  Prior. 

This  lamp  which  Prior  to  his  Harley  gave. 
Brought  from  the  altar  of  the  Cyprian  dame. 
Indulgent  Time,   through  future  ages  fave. 
Before  the  Mufe  to  burn  with  purer  flame. 

Sperne  dileftum  Veneris  facellum. 
Sanftius,   lampas,   tibi  munus  orno  ; 
T,   fove  cafto  vigil  Harleianas 

Igne  Camsenas. 


T  A  E  P  I- 


•r*  POEMS        OF 


E      P      I      T       A      P       H-. 

Here  lies  Sir  Thomas  Powys,  Knight: 
As  to  his  profeffion, 
In  ace u fin g,   cautious;  in  defending,   vehement; 

In  allhis  pleadings,  fedate,  clear,  andilrong; 

In  all  his  decifions,    unprcjudic'd  and  equitable. 

He  ftudied,  praftifed,   and  governed  the  law 

In  fuch  a  manner,  that 

Nothing  equalled  his  knowledge,   except  his 

eloquence  ; 

Nothing  excelled  both,  except  his  juftice^ 

As  to  his  life. 

He  pofTeffed,  by  a  natural  happincfs. 

All  thofe  civil  virtues  which  form  the  gentleman; 

And  to  thefe,  by  divine  goodnefs,  were  added 

That  fervent  zeal  and  extenfive  charity, 

Which  diftinguifh  the  perfeft  Chrillian! 

THE     TREE      IS     KNOWN      BY      HIS      FRUIT. 

He  was  a  loving  hufband  and  an  indulgent  father, 

A  conftant  friend  and  a  charitable  patron ; 

Frequenting  the  devotions  of  the  church  ; 

Pleading  the  caufc,  and  relieving  tha  necefhties^ 

of  the  poor.  -^ 

Whatr 
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What  by  example  he  taught  throughout  his  life. 

At  his  death  he  recommended  to  his  family  and 

friends  : 

*'  To  fear  God,   and  live  uprightly.-'* 

Let  whoever  reads  this  ftone. 

Be  wife,  and  be  inltrufted. 


CON 


I  283  1 


CONTENTS 

TO       THE 

SECOND      VOLUME. 

O  O  L  O  M  O  N  on  the  Vanity  of  the  World. 

Preface  Page 

Knowledge,    Book  I.  ■  ■  i 

Pleafure,    Book  II.  ■  — — .  ^o 

Power,   Book  III.  ■  '      6-; 

Confiderations  on  part  of  the  88th  Pfalm  99 

To  Dr.  Turner,  BIfhop  of  Ely,  who  had  recom- 
mended a  tranflation  of  Prudentius  lOI 
A  paftoral  to  the  Bifliop  of  Ely             ■  103 
An  epiflle  to  FLeetwood  Shepherd,  Efq;  106 
Latin  verfes  to  Dr.  Shaw,  on  taking  a  degree      109 

Tranflation  ■ < ■ — »  110' 

On  the  taking  of  Namur  — »  ibid. 

Ode  in  imitation  of  Horace,  3  Od.  ii.  ni 

Ph3- 


4g4.  CONTENTS. 

Prologue  fpoken  by  Lord  Buckhurll  at  Weftmiii- 

fter  fchool             — __ _             ■          »  122 

The  Secretary 124. 

The  Remedy  worfe  than  the  Difeafe         125 

Upon  a  paflaga  in  the  Scaligeriana         — —  126 

To  a  child  of  Quality  five  years  old         —  ibid. 

Partial  Fame                             ■             128 

To  Chloe                 ibid. 

To  the  Countefs  of  Devonfhire   on    a   piece  of 

WiefTen's                 129 

A  Fable  from  Phiedrus                 -  132 

On  my  Birth-day                 —             ib. 

Epitaph  extempore                 133 

For  my  monument                 134. 

Cupid  in  Ambiidi              .  136 

The  Turtle  and  the  Sparrow              137 

Downhall,  a  Ballad             153 

Verfes  fpoken  to  the  Countefs  of  Oxford  in  the 

library  of  St.  John's  College                 164 

Prologue  to  the  Orphan                  166 

Hulband  and  Wift                 — —             168 

Truth  and  Falfhood,  a  Tale                 ibid 

The  Converfation,  a  Tale             -■-■-■  171 

Xhe  female  Phaeton            — —           — —  175 

ThP 


CONTENTS.  aJJs 

The  Judgment  of  Venus                 ■      ■■■  177 

Daphne  and  Apollo                 ■■                    —  179 

The  Mice                 184 

Two  Riddles                 189 

Epigram                 —___                     '             —  190 

Nell  and  Joan                  — —                 —  ipi 

Bibo  and  Charon                  ■                     ■  192 

Wives  by  the  dozen                 ■  ■  ibid 

Fatal  Love                 "  193 

A  Sailor's  Wife                 ibid 

On  a  fart  let  in  the  Houfe  of  Commons  194. 

The  Modern  Saint                 —  jp^. 

The  Parallel                 — —  195 

To  a  young  lady  fond  of  fortune-telling  ig6 

A  Greek  Epigram  imitated                         ■  197 

To  a  friend  on  his  nuptials               197 

The  Wandering  Pilgrim 199 

Venus's  Advice  to  the  Mufes              •  202 

Cupid  turned  Plowman                 ■  "       ■  205 

Pontius  and  Pontia             ■  204 

Cupid  turned  Stroller                              •  205 

To  a  Poet  of  Quality             207 

The  Pedant                 '              • 208 

Captious  Alice — —  ibid 

The 


«?«  CONTENTS. 

The  Incurable             ■                        209 

The  Fortune                  •                             ->  ibid 

Nonpareil                             ■                  210 

Chafte  Florimel                 »                        211 

Dodlors  diiFer                 ■                          .  2 1 3 

Epigram  on  Birtiop  Atterbury              ibid 

On  Bilhop  Atterbury's  burying  the   Duke   of 

Buckingham                 • . 214 

Upon  Honour :   a  Fragment                 -.— .  215 

Enigma                   ■  216 

Another                 — —                 — - —  ibid 

The  Old  Gentry             •  ■■■                    217 

The  infatiable  Prieft             21  g 

A  French  Song  imitated                  ».     '  ibid 

A  Cafe  ftated                 — *^                 219 

Upon  playing  at  Ombre  witli  two  Ladies  220 

Cupid's  Promife                  • — -  221 

To  the  Earl  of  Oxford             — —             —  222 

A  letter  to  Lady  Margaret  Cavendifh  Harley  223 

Lines  written  under  the  print  of  Tom  Britton  224 

Truth  told  at  lall             225 

Written  in  Lady  Howe's  Ovid's  Epifi^les  ibid 

Epiflles                  — —              —  226 

Tree's  Epitaph             — _                 —  226 

Epi- 


CONTENTS.  2?7 

Epigram                 ■ — —  227 

The  Viceroy  :  a  Ballad                 — — —  228 

Songs  fet  to  mufick             « 238 

Mifcellanea.     Ad  comitem  Dorceftri^,  in  an- 
num ineuntem  1684.     Ad  Janum         —  269 
Ad  Dom.  Gower,    coll.    magiftrum,    epiftola 

deprecatoria                 —                 — —  270 

*'  — ' — -  Dum  bibimus  — — 

"**  Obrepit  non  intelleda  fenedlus."          —  272 
Reverendo  in  Chrifto  patri  Thorns  Sprat  Epif- 

copo  Roftenfi,  &c.             — —            — —  273 

Ad  Franc.  Epifc.  Elienfem                 ■  274 

*'  Quicquid  vult,   valde  vult"                 275 

In  comitis  Exonienfis  Criftam,  Tritici  Fafcem 

Leonibus  fuftentatum.     1689.            276 

Epitaphium.     M.  S.  Caroli  Montague        —  277 
Engraven  on  three  fides  of  an  antique  lamp, 

given  by  me  to  Lord  Harley             ■  279 

Epitaph  on  Sir  Thomas  Powys,  knight       —  280 


FINIS. 


B  R  R  A  T  A     in    Vol.  I.  j 
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Dedication,  p- ^''»i»  '■   5> /<"'  Reherfal    read    Rthcaifalj  L.    it»  i 

J^r  Letters  readLtnrti.    P.  xiiij  1.  7,    ddc  fiijl  and.    P.  13,  1.    15,  : 

yir  Gondola's  read  Gondolas.    P.  17,  1.  24, _/<;;•  nuncio's  read  n^^n^  I 

efts    P.   26,  1.    I  r,  for  find  read  find.    P.    29,  1.  13,   for    aera's  | 

rMi/aeras     P.  46,    I.  15,  /!;r  day /•Ci.-i  gay,      P.  47,  ).   30,  yor  and  ' 

rrj./than      P.  ^4,   1.  \V>,for   every  r^jt'  ever       P.  5S,   i.  r,  forhy  , 

'read  my      P.  6^,   1,  24,  /c;r  never  read  necT     P.  94.   1,  "^i  for  Tub-  : 

altern  raJ  fubaltcrBs,      P.    loi,    1.    19,    for  Mar's  read  Mars's  j 
P.  213,  1.4,  for  I  foand  rfrti/ I  have  found    P.   214,  1.  20,  /«■  her 

read  their    P.  245,  1.    30,  fof-    fubborned  rejd  fuborned    P.    246,  | 
1,-5,  fr   take   read  take    P.  253,   1.  t,  f^r    with  Flenry  read  w\%h 

iier  Henry,  \.zi,  for  IW  rf^(/ I'll.    P.   289,   1.    zt,,  fjr   pctet  redd  \ 

yetit   P.    296,    1.    II,  for   may    foon  read  may   fo  loon     P.    301,  : 

3.  10,  for  fccure   read  le.cmt%    P.  3^7,  I.  16,  for   never  read  ne'er  j 

P.  334,   1.    zi,fcrJ,   readlo\    P.  337,   I.    1^,  for  the   2d  the  read  ' 
their  P.    365,    1.   20,   fr  philofopcr    read    philofopher    P.    365, 

I.-21,   for  ^U'of  read  proofs    P.    370,    1.   17,  jur  commendant  r«^  | 
commendant.  P.  371,  1.  26,  </i/t —   P-  381,  1.    4,   yc>- Adorn  read 
Atiorns    P.  382,  1.  26,  for    wifd&m  read  whilom     P.   403,  1,  2r, 

for  oyOLLIBETS    ,-tad  QUODLIBETS      P.  404,     1.    j6,  for  > 

»on\en  read  woman     P.  4.13,  1.  7 ,  for  Mat'  read  Mat's  j 

ERRATA    in    Vol.    II.  | 
Preface,  p.  vi.  1.  27,  for  lanches,  rfii</ launches,  P.  15,  1.  8,  f.r 
tuds  readh\i6,    P.  »8,  1.  23,  for  Now  (hines,  read  Now,    fliine. 

P.  5?,,   1,    18,  /cr  kind's  )f.ifi(  king's     P.  82,  1.    iS,  for. Corzm  read  ; 
Corah   P.  85,  1.  8,  for  aftion  read  aflions    P.  104,  1.  1:,  dele  ALy 

P. -Ill,  I.  19,/er  tate  rfjrf  fame.    V.  wd,  for  JEneus  read  ^Eneas  i 

P.    123,    1.    it),  fjr  Cleomes  read  Cliromenes     P.    145,  1.    6,  for  1 

Dun-mow  read  Dunmow      P.     15c,    I.    13,  for  twix   read  twixt  ; 

P.    206,   1.    16,  fr   have  read  hjs     f.    2  10,   1.    17,   for  lead  rfj(i  j 
yield.    P   214,  1.  2,  /cr  ATTETBURYs  read  ATTEaBURY's 
P.  215,  I.    12,  fr  Shelden's  read  Seiden's    P.  120,  1.  <),  for  give 

'!eave  rc^d  g;vs  ms   have     P.  214,  U    19,  ysr   extsrtaining  rtad  ; 

■estcrtainl'^g  ^ 
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